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Accuſation of Quietiſm, Sorcery, Inceſt, Abortion and 
Subornation, before the great Chamber of Parliament 
at Aix, at the Inſtance of Miſs Mary-Catherine Cadiere. 
With a Preface by Mr. C------, a learned Refugee at 
the Hague. The Second Edition corrected. Price One 
Shilling, 


VI. The whole Proceedings in the Arches- Court of 
* Canterbury, in a Cauſe between the Hon. Miſs Catherine 
eld, Daughter to the Lord Aton, and Edward Weld, 
Eſq; her Husband. To which is prefix'd a Preface, 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 


MEN, 


Sir William Heartfree, 5 A rs in love with Lady 
riend, a 
Mr. Briton, "Dm, noe 
A worn-out Fop, an Acquaintance 
Harry Oldcaſt e, 2 and profe Tel nd be both. 
Who affects to paſs for the Huſ- 
Lord Squat, band of Phrodita. 
Sir John Paroqucte, A Rake, that is vain of his Vices. 
A Poet who, in ſpite of deformity, 
imagines every Woman he ſees 
in love with him, and impry- 
dently makes Addreſſes to L 
dy Airy. 
A Coxcomb, or Rake; pretending 


Mr. Alexander Taſte, 


Sir William Addie, to Wit and Eloquence. 

Bob M. ſquell, His Creature. 

Colonel Selfiſh, Gallant to Lady Addle. 

Truſiy, Steward to Mr. Briton. 

Dick, Footman to Sir William Fart free, 
WOMEN. 

Lady Airy, A young Widow of Fortune, Wit, 
? and Merit, but ftrangely 

'_ _ whimfical. 


A Lady of Beauty, and Virtue, 
2 but miſerably covetous, Wife 
to Mr. Pritos. 
Wife to Sir William, drove to Ex- 
rremities, by his barbarous U- 
Lady Adale, ſage, tho' ſhe brought him a 
large fortune, now lodges at 
Bob Maſquwells, 
3 Kept by Sir Joby Paroquete, an ex- 


Mrs. Briton, 


Conſtantia, travagant affected Strumpet. 
Betty Puff, 34 Barber's Wite, kept by Harry 
Oldeaftle. 

An Heireſs, very maſculine, and 
Fhrodita, 5 fond of maſculine Diverſions, 
in love with her Maid. 


ESE 


2810 


N 7 N 
THE 


POETICAL FOP: 


OK 1185 


Ne of the Cover. 


— aye 


ACT J. SCENE I. 


SCENE, à Room in Mr. Briton's Houſe, 


Enter Mr. Briton, bis Lady, and Madamoiſclle 
Flipant. [ He ſmiles. | 


Mes. Briton. 


WEOES my Prudence and Care 
move your Mirth ? 

Mr. Briton. Indeed, my Dear, 
you are very pretty. [ Laughing, | 

Mrs. Briton, And too inſigni- 
ficant, in your Opinion, to de- 

| ſerve a ſerious Anſwer. | 

Ms. Briten. "Tis impoſſible to think of Buſineſs 
when I look at you : beſides, I don't underſtand 
domeſtick Affairs; that's your Province, Patty. 


2 Mya 
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Mes. Briton. Say rather that your Head is ſo 
fll'd with political Whims, that you have no Lei- 
ſure to think of any thing elſe : The Servants may 
be as extravagant as they pleaſe, cat, drink, waſte, 
break all the things in the Houſe, goſſip, and 
treat their Trigeremates 'till Doom's-day tor all 
you cate. 

M. Brit. Would you have me be ridiculous enough 
to mind ſuch Tritics? prithee leave off theſe little 
ſordid Humours, and let the Servants have ſome 
Comfort of their Lives: You have made your ſelf 
a Town-talk, a perfect Proverb in every Family 
of Faſhion ; the Men and Maids never fit down 
to Dinner without remembring you. 

Mrs. Briten. Remembring me! tor what? 

Mr. Briton. Why, tor grudging your Servants 
Victuals, and ſcoiding ftom Morning till Night: 
An arch Huſiey at next Door ſaid, in my hearing, 
that fine Mrs. Briiun began to decay mighrily ; 
Paſſion had taruiſh'd her Complection, and the 
Covetouſneſs of her Heart had alteady fill'd her 
Forchead with Wrinkles. Ha! ha! ha! 

Mrs. Briton. Tis very well; I am not only be- 
come your Jcſt, but you take Pleaſure in hearing 
me abus'd and bely'd by Scoundrels, { Cries] but 
Il be reveng d cf you, and all the Family round; 
there ſhall be no Peace in this Houſe this Month, 
I aſlare you. 

M.. Briton. If that be Your Reſolution, I aſſure 
you, my Dear, I ſhall go out of Town. 

Enter a_ Servant. 

Servant. Sir Milliam Heartfree and Mr. Oldcaſtle 
dclirero ſpeak with your Honour. 

M.. Briton. Jil wait on them inſtantly. 

| | Exit Servant. 

Mr. Britin. If they ſtay to Dinner, I'll affront 
them; the beſt Eſtate in England would ſoon be 

waſted 
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waſted at this Rate of going on : A new Contri- 
bution, I ſupoſe, for a Ute of the Party. 

Mr. Briton. Good Patt, don'c expoſe your (elf, 

and force me to ſay harſh Things to you: Come 
{mile, ard be good.: humour d; remember that 
Providence has bleſs'd us with an Eſtate, that will 
allow of ſpending twice as much as we do at 
preſent : I know you'll rake Pains to convince me, 
that my Friends are welcome, by the Elegance 
of the Dinner, and the Cheartulneſs of your Coun- 
tenance, | Exit Mr. Briton: 

Mrs. Briton. Yes, they ſhall find how w<lcome 
they are; was ever any thing ſo monſtrouſly rude 
as Mr. Briton? what think you of it, Mada- 
moiſelle > 

Mad. Your Ladyſhip mult conſider it is de Na- 
ture of de Engliſh da know noting of Politencſs, 
"till da have been in France? 

Mrs. Briten. My Spouſe has profited but lit- 
tle by being there. 

Mad. I rader tink he has forgot; it is a long 
Time ſince he was dare: You mult perſwade him 
to take a Tour dis Summer, Madam ; it will be 
much to your Advantage, I aſſure you; he will 
learn to ſave a great deal in Houſe- keeping. Why, 
dare comes as much Meat to your Table in one 
Day as would ſerve de whole Family of a Mar- 
ſhal ot France for a Month. 

Mis. Briton How can that be, I have heard 
they have a vaſt Number of Diſhes ? 

Mad. Dat is very true, but den da are very lit- 
tle: and da Fricas, and de Pette Patte, de Shoda 
and de Soup, make de greatelt part of dem: why, 
dare 1s not five Pound of Fleſh in dem all. 

Mrs. Briton. But, what have the Seryants > 

Mad. Why, de Soup Meagre. 

Mrs. Briton. And what is that made of? 

B 2 Aa). 
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Mad. Of da Roots and da Herbs. 
M. Briton, But what Meat? 
Mad. Oh! no Meat; and yet de Servants have 
dar Health better dan de Exgliſb. 
M.. Briton, It you will teach the Cook, our 
Gueſts ſhall oe treated with a Soup-meagre to-day. 
Mad. Wid all my Heart Madam. 
| Exit M.. Briton, and Madamoiſelle. 


Enter M. Briton, Sir William Heartfree, and 
Harry Oldcaſtle. 


Har. 011. Dear Knight, be perſwaded, and quit 
he Purſuit; be wiſe, and venture no more into 
the dangerous Gulf call'd Matrimony : Gad, I'd 
forfeit a Limb to get cut; and yet my Spouſe is 
ſo perfectly HBeuch, that ſhe has not the leaſt noti- 
on of ſealouſie. I don't know how it is; but 1 
am ſo much an Engliſhman, ſo fond of Liberty, 
that the very Remembrance of the Tie makes me 
hate the Sight of her. 

Mr. Briton. There may be ſome Excuſe for you; 
ſhe is in Years, and you have ſuch an Antipathy to 
Age, that you reſolve to forget your own: But her 
Money, Hur), came to you very opportunely ; 
think ot that, and be grateful. 

Sir Wil. Grateful! oh fye! he deteſts the Name 
of that to the full as much as he does his Wife. 

Har. Old. Truce, Gentlemen; you fall too faſt 
upon me, I'll anſwer but one at a time. Of all 
Mankind, I think my Friend Briton has the leaſt 
Reaſon to like Matrimony. 

Mr. Briton. Why ſo? you never heard me com- 

lain. 
: Har. Old. That's true; but I have had the Ho- 
nour to be preſent when your Lady has rais'd her 
pretty Voice many Notes above Elah ! 1 
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Mr. Briton. What then? it gave me no Pain, I 
like a Woman of Spirit. 

Har. Old. So does Sir Milliam ] find, or he would 
never have made Choice of Lady Airy. 

Sir Mill. Prithee Harry, (pare thy Advice, *tis 
Joſt upon us dull Mortals ; why, we are ſtupid 
enough to think that Adultery and Furnication 
are Sins, and can pardon fifty Foibles in a beauti- 
ful virtuous Woman; ſo een change the Subject, 
and tell us how Betty Puff behaves? has the Dan- 
ciug- maſter taught her how to make a Curtley > 
I had a Glance of her the Night you {quired her 
in cog. to the Play. 

Har. Old. Then you mult allow that ſhe is hand- 
ſome. 

Sir Wil. A tolerable Face, but as genteel as 
Saicho's Daughter. 

Har. Old. This is downright Malice. 

Sir. Will. No, I proteſt I {peak my Sentiments ; 
I don't envy you: For, were I inclined to Intrigue, 
I have ſuch an Antipathy to the Scum of the Dung- 
hill, that the greateſt Beauty upon Earth would 
not tempt me, if ſhe were deſcended from vulgar 
Parents. 

Har. Old. Ha! ha! ha! you have a ſtrange Af- 
fection for Whores of Quallity; a ſure Sign of a 
nice Taſte, and little Vigour. 

Mr. Briton. It Low-Amours are Tokens of a 
vigorous Conſtitution, *tis ſurprizing that yours 
ſhould be ſo much broken, ho have delighted in 
nothing elſe from Fifteen to this Day. I have 
heard that your firſt was with a Web Weeder- 
Woman in your Father's Garden, and Tonſor's 
Spouſe; it Fame ſpeaks Pruth, had her Edu- 
cation at Bilingsgate under 2 Fiſh-woman, Ha! 
ha! ha! 


Sr 
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Sir Will. Nay, Mr. Oldcaftle, for Shame don't 
turn grave at our Prattle; reſume your native 
Gaicty, and te!l us ſome News from the Country : 
How does your Friend Mr. Taſte paſs his Time 
the Town arc impatient for ſome new Produc- 
tion. 

Har. Old. Mr. Taſte has no Leiſure to write, un- 
leſs it be a Song on his Miſtreſs. 

Mr. Briton. Pray who has the Honour to wear 
that Title at preſent? 

Har. Old. 1 ſuppoſe Sir William can inform you. 

Sir Mil. Faith, not I; I am as ignorant of 
his Affairs as he is of the Greek Tongue; I take 
them from common Report, and he undetſtands that 
by the Latin on t'other Side. 

Har. Old. Notwithſtanding you affect to appear 
ſo little concern'd, he pays frequent Viſits to Lady 
Ain, and is very well receiv'd. 

Sir Mill. With all my Heart, I am pleas'd with 
every thing that affords her Diverſion. 

Har, Old. But, ſuppoſe it ſhould come in her 
Head to marry him in one of her whimſical Fits, 
would that pleaſe you? 

Sir Mill. Yes, then ſhe would fall below every 
thing but Pitty; | Looks on his Hatch} tis near the 
Hour we promiſed to call at the Kings Arms, ſhall 
we £0 ? 

Mr. Briton. Les, Dinner will be ready by Two, 


ve Mall have diſpatch'd the Buſineſs by that time. 
Exeunt omnes. 


| 
4 
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SCENE. IL Lady Airy's Apartment. 


Enter Lady Airy with a Letter in her Hand, followed 
by Giddy Prattle. 


L. Airy. How do I look, Prattle, in this new- 
faſhon'd Head of my own Contrivance ? 

Prat. It becomes your Ladyſhip extreamly; but, 
ſhould Phrodita imitate you in this, as ſhe vainly 
endeavours to do in every thing you wear, I vow 
ſhe would frighten all t People ſhe met. 

L. Airy. Now you talk of Phredita, tell me what 
you have heard concerning her Marriage with 
Lord Squat. 

Prat. Oh! Mem: there's no more Truth in 
that, than there was in her Marriage with Capt. 


Braun the Triſh Gentleman, or Sir Timithy Spendail 


the ſhabby Baronet. 

L. Airy. I hate Scandal, tis impoſſible thoſe 
Stories ſhould be true. 

Prat. Indeed, Mem, they lired publickly in her 
own Houle for a conſiderable time, and the Ser- 
vants knew no otherwiſe: I am very well acquain- 
ted with her Favourite Mrs. Lydia; ſhe is a pretty 
young Woman. 

L. Airy. And did ſhe tell you that her Mittreſs 
was not marricd to Lord Squat ? 

Prat. And ſomething more that I am athim'sd to 
repeat to your Ladyſhip. 

L. Airy. Why do you ſuffer any Body to cnter- 
tain you with obſcene Tales? 

Prat. No indeed, my Lady; but Mrs. Lydia 
ſaid the had ſome Cauſe to ſuſpect that Madam 


- Phradita was not a Woman. 


L. diy. 
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L. Airy. I doubt thou art a little crazy, Girl; 
but pr'ythee if ſhe be not a Woman, let us hear 
how long it is ſince ſhe chang d her Sex ? 

Prat. That I don't know, but it is the oddeſt 
Story I ever heard ſince I was born; She goes a- 
broad with Lord Squat every Day, gives him a 
great Deal of Money, drinks him quite drunk eve- 
ry Night: nay, and ſometimes permits him to ſa- 
lute her; and yet, when he carneſtly preſſes her to 
be married, ſhe {wears like a Trooper, and threa- 
tens to kick him for thinking it poffible ſhe ſhould 
be Fool enough to marry any Body. 

L. Airy. And is this all the Reaſon you have for 
thiuking ſhe is not a Woman? In my Opinion it 
is a certain Sign of good Senſe, to continue 
always, her own Miſtreſs : the reſt of her Manage- 
ment, I own, is not to be juſtified. 

Prat. But, Madam there's ſomething yet ſtran- 
ger; ſhe ſays as many fine Things to Mrs. Lydia 
as any Man could do, and is continually making 
her Preſents; ſqueezes her Hand, and almoſt ſtiſles 
her with Kiſſes, which trightens the poor young 
Woman ſo much, that ſhe would not ſtay, only 
ſhe gets a deal of Money in the Place. 

L. Airy. ITIi hear no more of this Nonſence ; 
pray take Care that you ſpread the Story no farther: 
Iydi and you are a Couple of Goffiping-Huſ- 
lies. 

Prat. Your Ladyſhip forgets that the Servant 
waits for an Anſwer to the Letter. 

L. Airy, Indeed I did, tho' I had it in my 
Hand. | Looks over it.] Mr. Taſte may come in the 
Evening, that's all. 

Prat. But, with humble Submiſſion to your 
Ladyſhip's better Judgment, will not Sir Milian 
be very uneaſy at his being admitted? 


L. Airy, 
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Lady Airy. I would have him be ſo; the Fellow 
begins to behave as if he were ſure of me; bur 
I' ſoon convince him of his miſtake. 

Prat. Is it not cruel, Madam, to vex a Gen- 
tleman of his Fortune and Merir, that loves you 
to Diſtraction? and begging Pardon, if I am not 
miſtaken, your Ladyſhip has a particular Eſteem 
for him. 

Lady Airy. Do you really think I have, Pratle > 
tell me, for I vow I am not poſitive whether I 
have or no; did I ever betray any Symptoms that 
look'd like it? 

Prat. Your Ladyſhip always uſes him ill when 
he is here; and yet you are uneaſy when he is 
gone: but whenever you expect him you are in 
high good Humour, and much more exact in your 
Dreſs than at other Times. 

Lady Airy. All this may be only your Fancy, 

Prat. But J am fure vour Ladyſhip was in a 
real Paſſion when Mers. Briton told you that Sir 
IVilliam had paid a Viſit to fine Mifs Aimwell, and 
never ceafed fretting till I brought you Word that 
ſhe was nearly related to his deceas'd Lady. 

Lady Airy. Well, I am afraid; if all thou ſayſt 
be true, I don't hate the Creature: remember I 
have promiſed to viſit Mrs. Britoa after Dinner, 
Has Doctor Peepwel, been to fee Cupid to-day ? 

Prat. No Madam; but he ſent ſumebody, and 
ordered him a Vomit, 

Lidy Aim. If he is tao great to attend my Ani- 
mals when they are indiſpoled, he ſhall be my 
phy ſician no longer: pray ſend for ſomebody, call 
immediately; don't let my Dog be loſt for want of 
help, he was very feaveriſh all Night: give Orders, 
and bid the Fellow fly, ' Exit Lady Airy. 


E* Prattle 
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Prattle ſola. 


dare not ſay fo, but I doubt the Fellow will 
be kick'd for carrying the Errant, tho* her Ladyſhip 
would give a Ten Guinea Fee, I can't think of a 
Doctor that will come; and if I don't ſhe'll turn 
me away. | Pauſes. | How dull was I co torger Docter 
Dealdeath the German? he loves Money, but then he 
is not of the College; however, ſhe mayn't know 
that. I believe, in my Conſcience, : othing prevents 
her marrying Sir }/://iam, but the apprehenſion ſhe 
has that he is not fond of Animals, ſhe did not 
treat him with common good Manners a whole 
month together, becanſe he happened accidentally 
to tread upon black Puſs's Tail. Well if a Woman 
of her ſenſe can be guilty of ſuch follies, the lower 
rank of mortals ſhould never be blamed for any 
thing they do. | Exit Giddy Prattle. 


SCENE Changes to Ar. Briton's Houſe. 


Enter Mad amoiſelle wir her Face and Hands ſcalded 
and greaſed, Mrs. Careful, and Dick. 


Madam. I vil have dat Devil of a Cook firſt 
whipt to death, and. den turn'd away; he have 
flea'd me all over. Oh! my Face is ruined, [ Crying.) 
he tro all de Soup Meagre upon me. 

Mrs. Care. What Buſineſs cou!d you ha ve in 
his Kitchen. | 

Madgm. My Lady order me to teach him, to 
make Soup Meagre for de Gentleman's Dinner. 

Dick. Then I think he rewarded you for your 
Trouble, Pox ot your French Tricks, never any of 
your Country, come into a good Houſe, but you 
ſpoil it. Ye are as great Enemics to Hoſpitality 
and Cleanlineis, as you are to the Engiih Nation. 


A 
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Madam. Out on you, yau lacy Skipkenel, are 
you wordy to talk to People of my Birth? It Mrs. 
Briton does not take care dat I have Satisfaction 
for all diſafronts, I will ſtay nolouger wid her, Ah! 
Madam Careful, whatever you may tink, I can a(- 
ſure you my Fader was one great Marke, but oblige 
to leave his Eſtate, and fly ro Exgland for his Re- 
ligion, and do I am reduced to be a Servante, 
Madamoilelle Britoz, ſhould fee that I am treated 
wid reſpect, ſince ſhe knows dat I am her betters. 

Mrs. Careful. You have been guilty of great 
Imprudence, in putting ſuch ſtuft in your Lady's 
head; and the Compariſon is N to the laſt 
degree: I am ſorry you are hurt ſo much, but I am 
certain that my Maſter will ſay nothing to the 
Cock for doing on't; ſo would adviſe you to go to 
your own Room, apply ſomething to your Face, and 
make no mod words about it. 

Madam. No indeed; I will go in and ſhew all 
de Company how I have been abuſed. 

Dick. But pray, Madam, did you fly for your 
Religion, as well as my Lord your Father ? 

Madam. Yes, but ic was when I was very young. 

Dick. I thought ſo, becauſe I am certain you 
have changed your Mind ſince. 

Madam. What do you mean, by changing de 
Mind ? | 

Dick, Nothing, only I have obſerved you pay 
due Attendance to the Popiſh Chapel. 

Madam. Oh de wicked Lyar, I at de Popiſh 
Chapel! 

Dick. Les, as ſure as you and my Lady your 
Mother where whipp'd out of Bruſſel: tor cheats; I 
ſaw it done, and fo did my Maſter the laſt time 
we were abroad: you may perceive I am better 
acquainted with your Pedigree than you imagine. 

[ She runs off. 
C23 | M:s. 
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Mrs. Careful, Are you in earneſt Mr, Richard ? 

Dick. It is actually true Madam, my Maſter re- 
membred her Face the very firſt time he ſaw her 
here. Our Gentry are laugh'd at in France, for ſufter- 
ing themſelves to be ſo groſſly impoſed on; there is 
ſcarce one in twenty of thoſe who call themſelves 
Refugees but what are tank Papiſts, and moſt of 
them Scoundrels ; tho' many of them manage their 
Maſters ſo artfully that they enjoy Penfions from 
the Government. Exeunt Omner 


Thus filly Brizons ſlave and toil, 
While Foreigners divide the Spoil. 


Th: End of the firſt ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


Sir William Addle*s Lodging. While Sir Wil- 
liam is adjuſting his Peruke in the Glaſs, 
and humming Tell me, tell me, deareſt 
Creature, Enter to biz Jenny Wheedle. 


Sir Will, N ELCOME, my better Genius, 


that Smile — me ot good 
News; the Trap takes, is it not ſo? 


Jen. I have great Hopes, Neceſſity begins to 
pinch hard ; the Collonel lays cloſe Siege, and I 
am continually railing at you; I tell her your Bar- 

barity 
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barity is inſuportable: that a Lady who brought 
ſuch a Fortune, and is Miſtreſs of ſo many Charms, 
ſhould rake a proper Revenge for ſuch vile Uſage; 
and not endure Indigence and Want for an empty 
Name. 


Sir Will. Excellently argued ; but what Anſwer 
does ſhe make to all this ? 

Jen. Why, ſhe ſighs and ſays, ungrateful and 
bale as you are, ſhe cannot ceaſe to love you: but 
when I tell her you are in love with another La- 
dy, ſhe rages, and proteſts ſhe ll do whatever I 
adviſe. Not to keep you in Suſpenſe, I have this 
Day work'd her up to ſuch a Pitch, that the Col- 
lonel has receiv'd a Promiſe, and it ſhall be your 
own Fault, it you don't catch them actually in 
Bed to-night. Fl keep ker warm with Wine, leſt 
ſhe ſhould retract; and Faith, rather than you 
ſhould be diſappointed, I'll put ſomething in it that 
ſhall intoxicate her Senſes. 

Sir Will. I nevec doubted your Management, 
dear Jenny; and firce you have taken fo much 
Pains to procure my Happineſs, tis but reaſona- 
ble I ſhou'd make ſome Proviſion for you, that 
you may no longer be a Servant, or ſubjz& to the 
Will of any Body : I have bought and turniſh'd a 
handſome Houſe for you; if you like to live in it 
your ſelf, the Lodgings will maintain you; if not, 
it will let for ſixty Pounds a Year at leaſt, and 
you may retire into the Country. 

Jen. I thank you, Sir, and will make it my Bu- 
fineſs to be grateful; but you forgot the only 
Thing that can make me happy. 

Sir Till. I beg Pardon; but to put that beyond 
all Diſpute, we'll draw in your Maſter to ſwear in 
this Attair; and then, if he ſhould afterwards be- 
have cloudy to you, you may keep him Awe, by 
threatning him with an Indictment 

Jen. 


— 
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Jen. Ten Thouſand Bleſſings on your Honour 
for that lucky Thought ; but I am concern'd that 
you 'hould lay our ſo much Money upon me at 
this time, it may be inconvenient to you. 

Sir Mill. Not in the leaſt, Child; I made my old 
Patron come down deep to help me thro' this: 
I ftretch both my Voice and my Conſcience for 
him daily, ard tis but reaſonable that he ſhould 
open his Purſe to procure me Pleaſure : but where 
is thy Maſter! T expected him an Hour ago. 

Jen. The Bayiffs were ſo thick upon the watch, 
that he durſt not venture out, Sir, till they are 
diſpers'd. 

Sir Will. That ſhal be ſoon remedy d, for Ti! 
get him a Protection; ard if he ſerves me well, and 


{wears thorough-ſtitch, he ſhall have a good Place. 
But here he comes. | 


Euter Maſqwell. 


dir Hill. Good-morrow, Mr. Maſguell; 1 have 
juſt now been conſulting with Jenny a Method to 
make your Affairs eaſy. 

Mafq. Troth, Sir, that will be a difficult Matter; 
I'm ſo plaguily involved, that I deſpair of ever 
getting clear, 

Sir Hill. Oh tye! Man; never mention that ugly 
Word Deſpair; help me but to get rid of the 
worſt of Plagues a Wife, and my Lite on't, I'll ex- 
tricate you out of all other Difficulties. : 

Maſq. You may command every thing that is in 
my poor Power, Sir; pleaſe to inſtruc me, I'll 
punctually obſerve Directions. 

Sir Will. Every thing is in your Power, Man; 
dut I muſt beg you to take your Inſtructions from 
Jenny; becauſe I expect Sir Fohn Paroquete every 
Moment, whorg I hav: promis d to dine with tor 
dar. Maſꝗ. 
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Maſq. Then you will ſee his fine Miſtreſs, Sir. 

Sir Will, See her, do you {ay ? why, I kept her 
2 Month, long before he knew her ; but ſhe was 
ſo damnable ſaucy, and fo protuſely extravagant, 
that I was glad to pack her off: I ſuppoſe ſhe'll 
abuſe me; for ſhe never conceals ner Amours be- 
fore her Keeper. 

Maſq. I wonder how he takes ſuch Behaviour? 

Sir Will. Oh! very well, he eſtecms every tning 
ſhe ſays and does as Favours. Don't you know 
that he took her ſtabbing ot him as a Mark of 
Love: I propoſe a great deal of Diverſion betwixt 
the Vanity of the Harlot, and the Folly of the 
Gallant. 

Jen. The World ſays his Lady is a fine Woman, 
and that he has ſeveral pretty Children. 

Sir Will. That's true; yet if his Wife had no 
Jointure, I am perſwaded, notwithſtanding his 
Eſtate is large, this Wench would reduce them all 
to Beggary in a very few Years: why, 'tis the 
whole Buſineſs of her Lite to ſtudy Ways and 
Means to throw away Morcv. 

Jen. Is ſhe ſo very handlome as Fame ſpeaks 
her ? 

Sir Will. No, really; her Face is well enough, 
but her Perſon is but indifferent: Why, ſhe is not 
much taller than the Woman who was carried about 

in a Box for a Shew. 
' Maſfq. Are you to dine at her own Houſe, Sir? 

Sir. Will. No, at the Tavern; but wherever I 
go, I'll leave Word at home, leſt you ſhould 
want me at Night, Mrs. Jenny. 

Exit Maſq well and jenny. 


Euter 
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Enter Sir Jolin Paroquete. 


Sir John. What, not ready yet? the Lady waits, 

Sir Wil. I beg Pardon, and will attend you in- 
ſtantly; Company came in, and hindred me a lit- 
tie. 

Sir John. A Miſtreſs I ſuppoſe ; a freſn Country 
Laſs I ſee. 

Sir Mil. Very tar from it, I aſſure you; ſhe 
is only a Friend's Servant, and came with a 
Meiiage. 

Sir John. Say you ſo; then it I knew where ſhe 
liv'd, I'd attack her. 

Sir Will. You talk wildly, why Cen would 
Murder you outright, it ſhe catch d you at ſuch 
Sport. 

Sir John. Pho! 1 have twenty Intrigues upon 
my Hand at this very Time; and yet ſhe has not 
the leaſt Suſpicion. | 

Si, Mil. Then J am certain it is impoſſible to 
be in love; and, in my Opinion, nothing elſe can 
excuſe the Expence you are at with Cor. 

Sir John. No, Jove forbid I ſhould be fond of 
any one thing on Earth to make my ſelf one 
Moment unealy; ſhe is the Toaſt of the Town 
at preſent, and for that Reaſon, I take a Pleaſure 
in keeping her to my ſeit; but I have Miltrelles 
of all Complections and Degrees, from the Wo- 
man of Quality to the Serran:-Wench, married 
and ſingle; if they are but handſome I care not. 
This very Night I have an Appointment with a 
Citizen's Wife, lo you muſt find ſome Means to 
diſengage me from Con by Nine of the Clock; I 
return the Favour at ary Time. 
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Sir Wil. With all my Heart, I'll help you for- 
ward to the Devil your own way: Bur, tis time 
we were going. 


Exit Sir William Addle, and Sir John Paroquete. 
SCENE changes to Phrodita's. 
Enter Phrodita, and Lord Squat ; a Table and Glaſſes 


be, ore them. * 


Phrod. Plague on you for a Smock - fac d Puppy, 
what would you balk your Glaſs? 

L. Squat. My Head is quite giddy, I can drink 
no more ; pray excuſe me. 

Phred. Faith, but I will not; if you won't take 
Wine, dear Lydia, bring the Citron- Water, it will 
ſettle his Scomach ; Mr. Maiden is afraid of Pim- 
ples. | 


* 


Exter Lydia, ſhe fills a Glaſs. 


Phrod. Come, here's good Luck at New-market; 
and Health to Bay-Beamont ; I deſign to be at the 
Races with you. [be drinks. 

L. Squat, I'll pledge you, provided you promiſe 
to be married in Earneſt before we ſet out: Cons 
ſider tis Time; for the Town begins to talk a 
little roo loudly. | 

Phro. Hang the Town, what care I for their 
Tattle ? how often muſt I tell you, that I never 
will marry ? can't you be ſatisfied ? you may com- 
mand my Fortune, as long as you continue to be 
diſcreet; and while we own one another, who can 
diſprove it? pr ythee drink, and think no more on 
ſo diſagreeable a Subject; I'll anſwer we ſhould 
fight in a Week, if we were married. 

D L. Squat 
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L. Squat. Since it offends you, I'll ſay no more 
at this time; but, you muſt permit me to hope 
vour Mind will change; tis your Health, Madam, | 

[ Drinks. 

Phro, Fill to pretty Lydia, I am ſtrangely fond 
ot that Girl. 

L. Squat. I wiſh you were but half as fond of 
me. [ He gives her the Glaſs. 
Phro. Come, Child, you muſt give us a Toaſt. 

Lydia. I drink to your Ladyſhip's ſpeedy Nupti- 
als, and many happy Tears with my Lord. 

He ſmiles, 
; Phra That's drinking to what thou art ſure 
never will happen. Pray how ars we to ſpend the 

Day ſince you can't drink? 

L. Squat. What think you of Riding out? 

Phro, "Vis a good Thought; but Lydia ſhall go 
with us, we'll get on our Habits before you arc 
dreſs'd. 

L. Squat, Then you'll be very quick. 

Exit Lord Squat. 

Phro. What makes you look ſo melancholly, 
Child? Come, give me a Smile and a Kiſs, and 
take my Green Habit for your Pains. [X .es her, 
Lydia colurs.] Thou art ſtrangely coy, I wiſh you 
may be always ſo to the filthy Fellows: methinks, 
I would not have a Man kiſs thee for a thouſand 
Pounds, it would give me ſo much Uneaſineſs. 

Ha. I am not very fond of Kiſſing, Madam; 
but ſure, it is more natural to be kiſs'd by a Man 
than by a Woman ? 

Phro. Oh fye! I could not have believed you 
were capable of entertaining ſuch groſs Notions : 

come up with me, I muſt convince you of your 
Error. * | Exit Phrodita. 


Lydia 


4 
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Lydia ſola, wiping her Mouth. 


Lyd. I had as live ſhe would kick me as kils 
me; her Breath ſmells like a Wine-Vault, I be- 
lieve the Woman's bewitc'd : but, why do I call 
her Woman ? ſhe may be a Man for ought I know, 
and to ſay Truth, I am afraid by her Ways ſt: 
is ſomething like it; and yet, all my Notions may 
proceed only from Fear: be it as it will, J hate 
her worſe than I do the the Devil, tho' ſhe is at- 
ways giving me Money, and fine Things ; I wiſh 
ſhe were either married or in her Grave, I care 
not which, ſo I could get from her: Now will 
ſhe mouzle me about twenty times in this ſhort 
Journey, notwithſtanding Lord Squat goes with 
us; I hear her call, and muſt go to her, tho' I 
had much rather ſtay at Home, and play at Cards 
with our Robin, [Exit Lydia. 


The SCENE changes to a Tavern, Sir 
William Addle, Sir John Paroquete, and 
Conſtantia, at Dinner; Waiters attending. 


Con. What ſort of Cock do theſe People keep? 
Is this a Fricacy fit to come betore me? Ti ſes the 
Diſh into the Middle of the Room. ] I ſuppoſe all tlie 
Diſhes are alike; we ſhall be poiſon'd with the 
Wine too: your Maſter keeps a Baudy-Houſe. 
Come tell us the Truth, Fellow? 

Wait. The beſt Quality in the Kingdom comes 
to our Houſe, Madam; and yet I never before 
heard any Fault found with our Cook's dreſſit g 
any thing. I am ſure the Fricacy ought to be 
good, for it comes to Twenty Shillings. 

Con. Don't be ſaucy, you Blockhead; if you are, 
} ſhall crack your Scull. 

"0 2 ait. 
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ait. Indeed, Madam, but I ſhall not ſtand till, 
and let you. 

Sir John. Hold your Tongue, Sirrah, and order 
another to be done better. 

Wait. But Sir, why ſhould ſhe abuſe my Maſ- 
ter's Houſe? your Honour knows that we never en- 
tertain lewd Women ; I believe ſhe is the firſt that 
ever got in here. ¶ Con. riſes and catches up a Knife, 

Sir Will. takes it from her, ſhe boxes 
him and ſwears ; Sir John laughs, 

Sir Wall. Tm ſurpriz'd to ſee you laugh, fhe 
might have murder'd the Man; if you don't oblige 
her to be quiet, I muſt leave the Room. 

Sir John. It you will be good-humour'd, and not 
diſturb my Friend, I'll give you this Ring, it coſt 
me three hundred Pounds laſt Night; what ſay you, 
my Dear? will you have it? 

[She ſmiles and fits down, 

Con. Yes, give it me. 

Sir John. But will you be merry, and find no 
more Faults to-day. 

Cen. Damn your Preliminarics, give it me, and 
try. [ She ſuatches it, and ſtamps it under her Feet, | 
Werey ou Foolenough to think I valued your Three 
hundred Pound Bauble, Ha ! ha! ha! or do you 
imagine I care whether your rotten Companion 
be angry or pleas'd ? 

Sir Will. Indeed, Madam, were I mad enough 
to be your Keeper, I ſhould have broke that prety 
Arm ſhort off for daring to lift a Knife at any 
Body after your laſt Favour to Sir John himſelf. 

Con. You my Keeper! why, poor Mortal! thou 
never had'ſt any thing in thy Life but thy Wite's 
Fortune; and, in Gratitude to her for throwing it 
away upon ſuch a little ſtinking Inſect, you ſettled 
upon her the Pox, like a Rogue as you are. 

Sir Will. Pray, Sir John, permit me to go, or 
I ſhall be provok'd to cane her. Con, 
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Sir John. For my Sake be eaſy, ſhe'll come into 
Temper preſently, if you don't anſwer her. 

Can. You are miſtaken ; but, if he will repeat 
verbatim the laſt long Harangue, he made in a 
certain great Aſſembly with the ſame Air he did 
there, and divert me with his Round- about Tale 
of a Tub, as he did then, Vil promiſe to be good, 

Sir Will. You are a provoking Gipſy. ; 

Con. You did not always think fo, would you 
believe it, Sir John, that this very numerical Cock's- 
Comb ſomerime ago was intirely my Slave, as 
you are now? ] was a littte under a Cloud when 
I met with him; tho* however, I made a ſhift to 
help him ſpend a ſneaking Thouſand Pounds in 
about three Weeks time: and finding he could 
raiſe no more, I fairly ran away from him. Now 
you know the Reaſon of his ill- humour. Sir Wil- 
liam Addle runs out of the Room. She laughs, 

Sir 3 I am ſorry you affronted him, my Dear, 
becauſe we were ingag d to go into the City upon 
Buſineſs together. 

Con. Why then you had beſt follow ; for I can't 
ſtay with you much longer. 

_ Sir Fobn. Where are you going then? 

Con. How dare you ask ſuch an impertinent 
Queſtion ? 

Sir Jahn But what time will you be at home? 

Con. Thar I can't tell ; give me a Bill for five 
hundred Pounds, for now I think on't my new 
Sett of Plate comes home to-day. 

Sir John. | Takes out his Pocket-book and gives her 
the Note.] Vil wait on you to your Chair. 

| Exit Sir John an Conſtance. 


SCENE 
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SCENE M.. Briton's Houſe. 
M-s. Briton and Lady Airy at the Tea-Table. 


L. Airy. Confeſs the Truth, I am certain ſome- 

thing has put you out of Temper. 
s. Briton. I have more occaſion than you 
imagine; Mr. Britoz aſſociates with a Sett of Peo- 
ple who are continually drawing him into Miſ- 
chief; his Eſtate is to be trifled away for the Pub- 
lick Good, and his Perſon render'd obnoxious to 
the Government for the {ame wiſe Reaſon: In 
Mort, I am afraid that his ſetting up for a Cato, 
will, in a little time, make him a proper Tenant 
for Bethlehem. 

L. Airy. Iam concern d to hear you talk in ſuch 
a Manner; Mr. Briton is a Man of Senſe and Ho- 
nour, ard ſo fond of his Country, that he would 
not only ſacrifice his Eſtate, but lay down his 
Life for it. 

Mrs. Briton. It that be Senſe and Honour, I wiſl 
he were a Stranger to both; I cannot imagine 
what Buſineſs a Country Gentleman can have with 
State Affairs: the Intereſt of their own Families is 
all that they ſhuuld mind, and leave Politicks to 
_ Miniſtry ; their meddling I'm ſure can do no 

ocd. 

L. Airy. I find you think we were born only for 
ourſclves; and in Caſe our own Property is ſafe, 
we ought to fic ſtill, and let all Mankind beſide be 
ruined, 

Mes Briton. Certainly I do; but I can ſce no 
Danger at preſent : and, in my Opinion, the 


Ground-work of all this Noiſe is a Hatred that 


[ome particular Men of the Party have againſt the 
| Mini- 
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Miniſter ; this makes them oppoſe all his Meaſures, 
and ridicule cvery thing he does. 

L. Airy. Why, do you think they have no juſt 
Reaſon to find Fault with him? or do you ſer up 
in oppoſition to all the Thinking part of the World, 
to vindicate all that he thinks fit to do? 

Mrs. Brit. No, I am very far from thinking 
all his Meaſures are juſtifiable ; I don't take him 
to be more than mortal : doubtlels, he is like others, 
ſubject to humane Failings; and yet I know not 
one Man amongſt his Enemies that's fit to ſupply 
his Place. It Noiſe and Railing be the way to 
ſettle a Nation, my Spouſe and his Party are the 
proper People to do it: but I fancy they would 


be like the Tinkers ſtop up one Breach, and make 
twenty more. 


L. Airy. Theſe can never be your real Senti- 
ments; Mr. Briton's Wife ſhould, like the Roman 


Portia, approve of all things that her Husband 
does, love all his gallant Friends; and to her 


utmoſt Power, aid all his brave Deſigns: ſo would 


I a&t, had I a Husband engaged amongſt them. 

Mrs. Brit. And if their Schemes ſhould fail, you 
would have me, for downright Grief, ſwallow 
burning Coals too; ha, ha, ha! Now, if you 
would truft me with the Secret, you would quickly 


own, that your Love to the Party proceeds trom 


the Value you have for Sir William Heartfree. 

L. Airy. Sir William Heartfree is a fine Gentle- 
man; but he and all that know me are ſenſible 
that I have no particular Regard tor him, nor any 


of the Sex. 


Mrs. Brit. No; then why do you reccive his 
Viſits ? 


L. Airy, If no body muſt viſit me, unleſs I de- 
ſign to marry them, I muſt baniſh all my Male 
Acquaintance. Ha, ha, ha 


NIrs. 


28 The POETICAL FOP: ox, 


Mrs. Brit. You may lavgh, Madam, but tis 
publickly known that you receive his Addreſſes, 
and that very favourably. 

Z. Airy. I wiſh the Man were here, I'd ſoon 
make him convince you of your Miſtake. 

Mrs. Brit. You ſhall not wiſh in vain, my deat 
Friend. | She rings a Bell. Enter a Servant. 
Tell Mr. Briton I defire the Company of himſelf 
and Friends at the Tea-Table. | Exit S:rwart. 

L. Aiiy. What do you mean? 

Mrs. Brit. Nothing, Child, only you muſt know 
I have in one of my Airs affronted them all at 
Dinner, and deſign to make you the Peace-maker. 

L. Airy. Indeed, I will not ſtay. 

Mrs. Brit. Indeed, it is too late to talk of go- 
ing, for they are here. 


Euter Mr. Briton, Sir William Heartfree, and 
Harry Oldcaſtle. 


Mr. Brit. This Invitation was kind, my Dear; 
I knew you could not be eaſy till we were all 
Friends again. 

Sir Lil. I know not how ſufficiently to acknow- 
ledge this Favour, Madam, but fear your Compaſ- 
ſion. tor me has offended Lady Airy, ſhe will not 
rouchſafe us a Word. 

Mrs. Brit. That's becauſe ſhe would give you 
an Opportunity of interpreting her Looks to your 
own Advantage. 

L. Airy. Jam ſure your ill Nature appears too 
plain to want any Interpretation. | 

Mrs. Brit. Nay, it you are angry in Earneſt, 
Fil tell all: as demurely as ſhe looks now, I pro- 
teſt I fent for you at her own Deſire. 

L. Airy. I wonder how you can ſay ſuch a thing. 

Mrs. Brit. Why, did you not wiſh Sir liam 
was here ? 


Ur 
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Sir Mil. That was kind indeed, Madam; thus 

let me thank you for the mighty Favour, 
| He kneel. 

L. Airy. What do you mean, Sir, by expoſing 

me at this rate before all the Company. 
| She turns from him. 

Mr. Brit. Your Ladyſhip is in the right to be 
angry with him; it is a great Fault to diſcover 
his Paſſion in publick till the Wedding is over: 
bur, fince it is done, let me beg you'll have the 
Goodneſs to pardon him. 

Old. And permit me to interceed with your La- 
dyſhip to marry him quickly ; for, Faith, he be- 
gins to grow downright melancholly. 

L. Airy. Tis very well, Sir, you ſhall ſuffer for 
this; what, am I to be made a Jeſt on: 

Sir Will. I proteſt, Madam, my Friends are all 
in Earneſt; they think that a Lady of your fine 
Senſe deſpiſes Diſguiſe : and ſince you certainly 
deſign to make me happy at laſt, they joyn with 
me, and humbly beg you'd name the Day. | She 
flings out of the Room in a Paſſion.) Indeed, my an- 
gry Dear, I | follow you, and teaze you till you 
do know your own Mind, 

Old. *Tis the only way, you'll be ſure of her in 
the End; ſhe'll be forced to marry you, it it be 
but to get rid of your Importunity. 

Sir Wil. You'll excuſe my going ſo abruptly, 
Madam, but I'll wait on you again in the Even- 
ing, and tell you the Succeſs of this Adventure. 

| [Exit Sir William Heartfree. 

Mrs. Brit. Notwithſtanding all theſe Airs, 1 
know ſhe loves him. 

Old. Yet ſhe has, to my knowledge, appointed 


Mr. Taſte to make one a Party at Ombre this At- 
ternoon. 
E Mr. 
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Mr. Brit. That's only to have the dear Plea- 
ſare of vexing a Man of Senſe; I know ſhe de- 
ſpiſes the little vain Creature. 

Old. It you are not engaged, Madam, I have a 
Servant below who has the fineſt Voice I ever 
heard. 

Mrs. Brit. You cou!d not have obliged me 
more, Sir, I am tond of ſinging; 

Mr. Brit. Let him be order'd into the Parlour 
next the Garden, the Noiſe of the Street will 
drown the Voice here: I am aftraid Sir Miliam 
will not be able to get a good Look to-day. Lady 
Airy is really a very lovely Woman, if ſhe would 
leave off her Whims ; her own good Senſe, did 
ſhe give herſelf Leiſure to think, would convince 
her they were ridiculous. 


Like April-Weather, Womens Tempers are 
Subject to Storms, tho' in appearance fair; 
The doubtful Pleaſure pains us ev'ry Hour, 


And we in Sun-ſhine dread th' impendirg Shower. 


The End of the Second Act. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


SCENE The Walks at Vaux-Hall. 


Enter Lady Addle, Col. Selfiſh, and Jenny Wheedle. 


Jenny.? I'S a lovely Evening, Madam, and 
what Harm can there be in taking 
an innocent Waik ? 

L. Addle. None at all, Mrs. Wheedle; and yet I 
have a trembling at my Heart. 

Col. Selfiſh. That proceeds from Mclancholly ; 
you drown the Luſtre of thoſe lovely Eyes in 
Tears, and waſte your Spirits, with ſighing for a 
Wretch that is not worth one Thought. 

Jenn). A Wretch indeed; a blind ungrateful 
Wretch, who throws away a Diamond to hunt 
for Pebbles. 

L. Addle. Though Grief and I have been ac- 
quainted long, yet till this Day I never had fo 
ſtrange a Heavineſs upon my Spirits; juſt as I 
wak'd, my Noſe burſt out a bleeding; and at this 
moment I fell, as if the Hand of Death had ſeiz d 
me: wou'd it had. | 

Jenny. Vapours, Madam, to the lalt degree; 
deſpiſe the wicked Author of your Sorrows : re- 
member he is hourly ſighing at the Feet of Harriot; 
and that to pleaſe her, he drove you baſely from 
your Houſe, aspers'd your Character, and ſpent 


your Fortune. h 
E 2 L. Addle 


32 The POETICAL FOP: O,, 


L. Adale. All this is too true; yet 'tis my Duty 
to bear it patiently, and not give him the leaſt 
Opportunity to prove that any Act of mine de- 
ſerv'd ſuch Uſage. : 

Col. Selfijh. And ſo, by avoiding an imaginary 
Evil, become guilty of the greateſt and moſt un- 
pardonable Crime, Selt-murder. 

Jenny. "Twill be certainly ſo, Sir; for what 
difference is there whether I cut my Throat, and 
ſo ruſh out of the World at once, or ſuffer another 
to ſtarve me to death, when it is in my own 
power to prevent it? the End is {till the ſame, the 
Sin as great. 

L. Adale. Your Arguments are weak, I ſhall not 
anſwer for my Husband's Faults. [ Sighs. 

Col. Selñ 5. Forbear theſe Sighs, and think ot 
nought but Happineis and Love; my Fortune 
you may always command, and it ſhall be my 
conſtant Care to pleaſe you, and never ſay one 
thing that may offend the ſtricteſt Rules of Virtue. 
Mrs. Wheedle may always be preſent when you 
allow me the Honour of your Company ; that will 
juſtify your Conduct to the World: will you not 
bleſs me with one Smile? 

L. Addle. How ſhould J ſmile in the midſt of 
Miſery ? 

Jenny. Dear Madam, don't talk of Miſery, you'll 
make me quite melancholly : hark, the Muſick be- 

gins, Supper is coming on the Table: dedicate 
this Evening to Mirth, and learn to deſpiſe ſuch 
an incorrigible Brute as Sir William. 

Col. Selfiſh. All the Return I ask for my long 
and faithful Paſſion is, that you would for a few 
Hours endeavour to forget your Care. 

L. Addle. You ask a thing impoſſible, but L' 
endeavour to oblige you by talking no longer on 
ſo diſagreeable a Subject. | Exeunt Omnes. 
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SCENE changes to Lad) Airy“. 


Euter Lady Au, Sir William Heartfree, and Giddy ; 
Lady Airy with a little Dog in her Arms. 


L. Airy. Did the rude Man awaken thee ? poor 
pretty Creature! 

Sir Nil. Is it conſiſtent with your good Senſe, 
Madam, or indeed, with common good Manners, 
to make ſuch a Work with a naſty Dog, and not 
vouchſafe to give me an Anſwer to any thing I 
ſay ; it you perſiſt much longer in your provo- 
king Silence, I ſhall break through all Rules, and 
kill it in your Arms. 

I. Airy. Did you ever hear the like, Giday ? 
certainly, poor Sir II ram is going mad; pr'ythee 
call his Servants to get him away, I begin to be 
frighten'd. 

Gi O law! Madam, I muſt beg your Lady- 
ſhip's Pardon; but I am affraid to go by him: 
Well, Love is a {ad thing, and very apt to turn 
People s Brains: a Couſin of my own is at this 
time in a Mad-Houſ: tor Kitty Ogle. Ha, ha! 

| They both laugh. 

Sir Mil. Am I to be the Jelt of your Abigail 
too, Madam ? Your Favourite here ſhall pay tor 
All. He [aatches the Dag. 

L. Airy. O dear Sir William, he's ſick, don't vex 
him; I'll never forgive this Inſolence, depend 
on et. 

Sir Will. J don't care whether you do or no; 
but, if you don't promiſe faithtully to be Friends, 
and talk ſeriouſly for halt an Hour, he dies. | 

L. Airy. Hold, hold! cruel Wretch; I will talk 
ſeriouſiy, give me the dear Thing. - 


34 The POETICAL FOP: o, 


Sir 1/3. Nay, but you muſt grant an Act of 
Obiivion for all that is paſt. 

L. Airy. I do, I do. 

Sir Will. Take him then; and be aſſured I ſha!l 
always be fond of every thing you like, when you 
learn to uſe me well. 

L. Airy. In order to keep my Promiſe, Sir, you 
may ſtay this half Hour; but I defire it may be 
the laſt Viſit you ever make me: I think you have 
| me a convincing Proof, that I ought never to 
acrifice my Liberty, by chuſing ſuch an abſolute 
Tyrant for a Husband. 

Sir Will. This angry Air don't become you; 
come, act like yourſelf, ſpeak the real Sentiments 
of your Heart, and confeſs that theſe Humours 
are only put on to teaze me. 


Enter Mr. Taſte. 


L. Airy. Mr. Taſte, your Servant; you came 
very luckily to decide a Diſpute betwixt me and 
Sir Milliam. 

Mr. Taſte. 'Tis impoſſible that any Body ſhould 
preſume to hold a Diſpute with your Ladyſhip ; 
Beauty, and Wit like yours, can never err. 

Sir Will. You ſpeak the Sentiments of a Poet, 
Sir, when he is forming a Heroine for a new 
Play ; and if the Lady be really Miſtreſs of that 
extraordinary Wit you have complimented her 
with, ſhe muſt of neceſſity not only laugh at, but 
deſpiſe the Man that tells her ſhe can never err. 

L. Airy. A Man that truly loves mult always 
believe lo; and the laſt civil Speech of yours con- 
firms me in the Opinion that I ought to hate 
you. 

Sir Wil. If I can't be ſo complaiſant, Madam, 


as either to think or ſay that you have no Faults, 
yet 
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yet I will obey your Commands, tho” they ſhould 


be never to {peak to you more. B)wing. 
L. Airy. You'll oblige me, Sir, in letting this be 
the laſt time. Augrily, 


Sir Mill. It you had told me ſo without Paſſion 
I ſhould have belicy'd you were in Earneſt. 

L. Airy. I care not what you believe; pray be 
gone : the very Sight of you puts me out of Hu- 
mour, 

Sir Will. Therefore I'll plague you with it long- 
er; what, do I hinder Mr. Tafte from repeating 
ſome of his own Poetry, and you from having the 
Vanity of imagining yourſelf the Muſe that in- 
ſpices him with ſuch pretty ſoft Notions, ha, ha, 
ha! 

Mr. Tuſte. What have I done, Sir William, that 
you ſpeak of my Poetry in ſuch diſteſpectful 
Terms? Not that I value your Opinion; for, a 
Man who can treat a Lady he pretends to admire 


in ſo careleſs a manner, can be no Judge of 
Verſe: 


Sir Mill. I confeſs my want of Judgment that 


way, Mr. Taſte ; and, to give a convincing Proof 
on't, I bought your laſt Performance: nay, and 
what's worſe, had the Patience to read it. 

L. Airy. You ſhall affront no-body in my Houle, 
Sir. 

Mr. Taſte. Dear Madam, forgive the poor Gen- 
tleman ; your Cruelty is the Cauſe of his Ill-Hu- 
mour : I ſhall reſent nothing that a diſappointed 
Lover can ſay. I pity him at my Soul! 

Sir Mill. Pr'ythee, Inſe&, don't be pert, leſt I 
ſhould make you feel as well as hear: a Woman 
that permits a vain empty Fool like you to viſit 
her, juſtly deſerves to be the Jeſt of the Town ; 
and ſo, Madam, I take my Leave of you for ever, 

and 


| 
| 
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and freely transfer all my Right and Title to Mr: 
Taſte. Exit Sir William Heartfree. 

I. Airy, Did you ever hear ſo much Infelence ? 

Mr. Taſte. Forget it, Madam, it is not worth a 
Thought ; let us talk of fomething elſe : have ou 
ſcen the laſt new Comedy? the World ſay tis 
wretched! iy done. 

L. Airy. Ny ill Stars and the Perſuaſion of ſome 
Ladies carry 0 me to it the firſt Night; but ſure, 
no Creatures ever fate in ſo much Pain as we did : 

the Society tor the Retormation of Manners ought 
to puniſh the Author, and the neareſt Relation he 
has ſhould beg his Eſtate, if he has any; for I! 
anſwer the whole Town will pronounce him a 
Fool. 

Mr. Taſte. Your Ladyſhip is very ſevere; but 
how do you like the new Tragedy ? 

L. Airy. Tis tolerably well done. 

Mr. Tiſte And that is as much as can be ſaid, 
for the Style is very low : Our preſent Sett of Au- 
thors are deſpicable Creatures, they have neither 
Genius nor Learning; and yet are too proud to 
be inſtructed: I have given them the true Standard 
ot Poetry in all my Performances, but to no pur- 
pole ; for, inſtead of endeavouring to imitatz me, 
they rail at my Works, bccaule they are avore 
their Underſtanding, 

L. Airy. The common Ingratitude of the Age, 
Sir, if it were nor for your Poetry, would be quite 
loſt in Britain, | 

Mr. Tafte. And ſo it ſhall, Madam; for I am 
reſolved to write no more. 

L. Airy. Indeed, Mr. Taſte, you muſt break that 
Reſolution for the ſake of the Ladies who have 
always received your Works with great Applauſc: 
muſt we be deprived of the Pleaſure of reading 


your inimitable Poems, ard ſinging your moving 
lot 
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ſoft Airs, becauſe the brutiſn duli Fellows are 
ſaucy. 

Mr. Taſte. That the Ladies have been fo good 
to {mile upon me, and approve of my Endeavours 
to pleaſe them, I can't deny; yet I will write no 
more. | 

L. Airy. Then I muſt conclude that you have 
been mal-treated by ſome Favourite- N iſtreſs, and 
intend to revenge it on the whole Scx. 

Mr. Taſte. Your Ladyſhip miltakes the true Rea- 
ſon, I aflure you. 

L. Airy. Then I ſhall never be able to gueſs at 
it, I fear. | 

Mr. Taſte. I'll endeavour to ſet you right, Ma- 
dam; you muſt know I never had but one Miſtreſs 
in all my Life, and ſhe was indiſcreet enough to 
lay violent Hands on herſelt, becauſe ſhe could not 
perſuade me to think of Matrimony : this melan- 
choly Accident has prevented my ever making a 
particular Addrels to any of the Sex ſince. 

L. Airy. But ſure it could give you no Pretence 
to be angry with them; it ſhew'd you, indeed, the 
urmoſt Weakneſs the Sex can be guilty of, We 
may juſtly charge you with Cruelty, but the Me- 
mory of the unhappy tair One ſhould ever be 
dear to you ; yet you mult give me Leave to think 
your Value for her was not ſincere, if it had, you 
would have prevented her tragick End, and 
thought Matrimony a Happineſs, 

Mr. Taſte. I never could break thro' the Aver- 
{in I had for that State till very lately, and now 
I am juſtly puniſh. (Sig be. 

L. Airy. Pray tell me the nature of your Puniſh- 
ment, Mr. Taſte ? 

Mr. Taſte. The little God, to whoſe Power 1 
had ſo long bid Defiance, has at laſt, Madam, 
made me ſenſible of my Sue! and I, for whom 
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ſo many Beauties have ſigh'd in vain, now lan- 
guiſh in ſecret, and date not reveal my Paſſion to 
the adorable Object. 

L. Airy. Modeliy and Diſſidence are certain 
Signs of Love; truſt me with the Secret, and I 
will plead your Cauſe, if the Lady be of my Ac- 
quaintance ; provided you promiſe to oblige us 
with more of your Works. 

M.. Taſte. Alas! Madam, at the ſame time 
that I talk of writing no more, I have a Song and 
a Poem ready for the Preſs to celebrate the God- 
deſs of my Heart. 

L. Airy. Pray tavour me with her Name, Sir. 

M.. Taſte. I dare not, you'll never forgive me. 

IJ. Airy. Then I do know her, I find. 

M. Taſte. Yes, Madam; and yet I tear to name 
her. 

L. Airy. Pho! don't talk of Fear; J ſhall never 
forgive you, if you will not tell me who it is. 

M. Taſte. 1 will obey, but beg you'll permit 
me to explain it to you by the Poem, or the 
Song I mention'd. 

L. Airy. Any way you pleaſe; where are they ? 
I would {ce them both. 

Mr. Taſte. 1 have them not about me, Madam; 
but in an Hour's time I'll wait on you with 
them. 

L. Airy, You muſt ccme to Mrs. Briton's then, 
Sir; for J have promis'd to go thither imme- 
diately, and intended you ſhould have gone with 
me: you know ſhe is a great Admirer of your 
Works. | 

NI. Taſte. I' ſtep home for the Papers, and be 
there as ſoon as Your Ladyſhip. [Exit Mr. Taſte. 

L. Airy. Pr'ythee help me laugh, Giddy ; I am 
ready to burſt with ſuppreſſing on't ſo long: in- 
ſufferable Coxcomb! a Woman dic for him; on 
my 
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my Conſcience, Lord Haughty's Monkey is much 
hand ſomer, and almoſt as tall, ha, ha, ha 

Giddy. Indeed, Madam, the poor Brute is not 
much beholden to you for the Compariſon. 

L. Airy. Thou ſay'ſt true, Wench; I beg poor 
Pug's Pardon, for he is perfectly trait ; and his 
Coulin-German Mr. Taſte is as crooked in Body 
as he is in Mind: I dare ſwear he firmly belicy'd 
I thought all the fine Things I ſaid to him. 

Giddr. That he did, Madam; and I'll lay my 
Lite on't you will find both the Song and the 
Pocm made on Yourſclt. 

L. Airy. He can't be ſo impudent. 

Giddy. J am ſure he is; and the Goddeſs of 
his Heart will prove to be Your Ladyſhip. 

L. Airy. \ ſhall be ready ro murder him, if 1 
find it fo; and vert I want to ſce the foolih 
Things. 

Giddy. But Your Ladyſhip forgets that you have 
entirely Qitobliged Sir M/illiam Heartfree. 

L. Airy, Oh, hell beg Pardon for my having 
offended him, Til warrant you. g 

Giddy, I much fear ir, Madam. 

L. 4iry. You are a Fool, a Lover always grows 
more humble atrer ill Uſage. 

Giddy. I am perſwaded he'll never come again; 
unleſs Your Ladyſhip ſends for him. 

L. Airy. Then he'll ſtay away for ever, that's 
all I care; but did he ſay any thing to you? 

Giddy. Yes, Madam, he gave me this Purſe, and 
told me, he thought Mr. Taſte was good enough 
tor you; and laughing, bid me make what Ad- 
vantage I could of him. | 

L. Airy. Impudent Mouſter ! I laugh at his Ma- 
lice, and will never be Friends with him. 

Giddy. I fancy you'll find him at Mrs. Britos's, 
Madam. 

F ? L Ai; 
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L. Airy. Vil plague him it I do; his Aſſurance 
vexes me worſe than the Vanity and Folly of 


Taſte. Exit Lady Airy and Giddy Prattle: 


SCENE St. James's Square. 
Sir William Heartfree and Bob Maſqwell meeting. 


Sir Will. You are the very Man J was juſt a 
wiſhing tor, 

Maſq. 1 doubt, Sir, I am not much oblig'd to 
you tor that Wiſh, 

Sir Will Why fo, Mr. Maſqwe!! ? 

Mig. Becauſe I am perſuaded you want to em- 
ploy me in ſome dark Affair, that no- body elſe 
will undertake. 

Sir Will. You have gueſs 'd right, for once, Bib; 
and yet, in my Opinion, you will be obliged to 
me : for, if you manage right, and don't tattle, I 
deſign to put à hundred Guineas in your Pocket. 

Maſq. You may ſafely truſt me, Sir; for Inever 
had a greater want of Money than at preſent: 1 
hope it does not relate to my Patron Sir Wiliam 
Adadle ; for I will not betray him. 

Sir Wil. Not in the leaſt, ic is no party Buſi- 
neſs; I only want you to find me out a good cle- 
ver Wench, that you can confide in. 

Maj 1 hope you don't rake me for a Pimp. 

Sir Will, What if I had, tis a genteel Employ- 
ment; but the Men of Quality are grown ſo ſaving, 
that they pimp for one another, and ſo ſpoil the 
Trade: however, not to keep you longer in Suſ- 
pence, I want a Wench that can appear, and be- 
have like a Woman of Fortune, ſhe muſt be both 
handſome and cunning enough to enſnare Mr. Taſte, 
that's all, only it muſt be done ſpeedily. 


Maſs. 


The Mop Es of the COURT. 41 


Maſq. I am ready as ſoon as you pleaſe; my 
Maid FJeuny Wheedle will perform the Part: ſhe 
has juſt had a Preſent made her of a good Houle 
handſomely furniſh'd,for ſecret Service ; her Cluaths 
will do, and I can borrow a Sett of ſewels for the 
dime. 

Sir Nil. But are you ſure he never ſaw her ? 

Maſi. Never. Waac, muſt we put her off for, a 
Maid, ora Widow ? 

Sir Nil. Oh |! a Maid, and a Relation of mine 
juſt come from Sommer ſetſbire. 

Maſq. She ſhall be ready in leſs than two Hours, 
Sir, but how ſhall we contrive the Meeting: 

Sir Mill. Why V1 let Mis. Briton into the Se- 
cret, and manage it ſo that they ſhall meet at her 
Houſe without the leaſt Suſpicion: you know *ris 
her Day; diſpatch vour Afﬀairs, and ſend Jenny 
thither in a Chair, I'll order a Brace of Fellows in 
ſtrange Liver ies to attend the Lady. 

Maſq. Your Commands ſhall be obey'd exactly, 
Sir. [ Bowing. 

Sir Will. But Money, Mr. Maſquell, is a very ne- 
ceſſary Ingredient ; the Lady will be oblig' d to 
play: you know Mrs. Briton loves Gaming. Does 
Jenny underſtand Quadrille. | Gives him a Purſe, 

Maſq. She underſtands every thing, and has 

unning enough to out-wit the Devil. 

Sir Will. Take care ſhe does not o er- act her 
Part; an Appearance of Innocence is neceſſary tor 
a Country -Beauty. 

Maſq. Never fear, Sir, ſhe always looks like a 
Saint when ſhe is employ'd in Miſchief, 

Sir Mill. Lam going vour Way; we'll conſider 
as we walk if there be any thing more wanting to 
carry ou this pleaſant Plot. | Exit together. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Betty Puff's Lodgings. 
Harry Oldcaſtle and Betty. 


Har. Old. You ſhall go into the Country to- mor- 
row, Madam. 

Bet. Pho! don't tell me of the Country, I had 
better be hang'd out of the way, than live as 1 
do. 

Har. Old. Why, do you want for any thing ? 

Bet. No; but what ſignifies fine Cloaths, it one 
muſt not go abroad to ſhew them? 

Har. Old. And ſo meet with the Fool your Hus- 
band, and get kick'd, mob'd, and ſtrip'd, as you 
were once before, when you went a gadding; is 
ic not much pleaſanter to ſtay in the Country, 
where you may ride out, and take any Diverſion 
you pleaſe without Danger > | 

Ber. Fine Diverſton truly, to ſtare at Woods 
and Fields; indeed, I will not go till you go with 
3 
Har. Old. We'll talk no more of the Country at 
preſent, but pray behave yourſelt well; for I expect 
Sir Jobn Paroquette and his fine Miſtreſs every 
Moment. 

Bet. I'll warrant you I can carry my felt as well 
as ſhe or any Body elle, it I pleaſe; and if you'll 
promiſe that I ſhall go to the Play with his La- 
dy, Ii do any thing to oblige you. 

Har. Old. You'll make me very angry, if you 
talk of Plays, they are the high Road to Deſtruc- 
tion, Child. | 

Bet. And yet tis a Road you travel every 
Night while you ſtay in Town, 

Har. Old. Men may venture very-where my 
Dear; but a pretty Woman ſhould not expoſe 12 

| a0 
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ſelf to be ſeen by every Coxcomb ; tis dange- 
rous. 

Bet. Don't tell me of Danger, I love to live like 
other Folks. 


Eiter Sir John Paroquette and Conſtantia. 


Hur. Old. Sir John, Your Servant. Madam, this 
is extreamly kind,| preſents Betty to ber.] This La- 
dy was impaticnt to lee you. | They ſalute. 

Conſt. By my Lite, Mr. O/dcaſile, ſhe is perfectly 
beautitul. 

Bet. You are pleaſed to compliment me, Ma- 
dam, 

Conſt. Not at all, Mrs. Puff, I ſpeak my real 
Sentiments, and ſhall be proud ct your Acquain- 
tance; Mr. O'dcaſt/e is too happy. 

Har. Old. You are more generous than the Ge- 
neralityat your Sex, Madam; for they never ad- 
mire Beauty, unleſs it be their own in the Glaſs. 

Sir John. Pr'ythee let us talk freely like People 
that underſtand one anothe; I hate Ceremony. 

Cinſt. Uulets it be to an Orange-Wench; would 
you believe it, Sir? I catch'd him a making fifty 
Cringes to one of thoſe Creatures laſt Night at the 
Old-Houſe. | 

Har. Old. By way of Banter, I ſuppoſe. 

Conſt. No, he was making Love moſt furiouſly. 

Sir John. She invented this Story out of pure 
Malice, becauſe I bad fer the Girl as a Spy upon 
her. 

Conſt. Saucy Fellow. a Spy upon me! why, you 
know I never take any Pains to conceal my Incli- 
nations from you ; Ill keep Company with who- 
ever I pleaſe, and would make no Scruple to leave 


you, and go to Supper with a Porter, it I took ir 
in my Head. 
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Sir John. Very well, Madam; but methinks 
you need not have proclaim'd your Libertine-Prin- 
Ciples to corrupt this innocent Lady, 

Har. Ola. | Aſide. 1 wiſh ſhe was at Hell; ſure 
I was mad to let her be brovght hither, 

Caſt. Pry'thee leave off canting, a Woman mult 
be either a Fool or ugly, that will ſuffer herſelf to 
be contradicted in any thing: were it poſſible for 
me to {pend all your dirty Acres in one Day, you 
{ſhould not dare to ſay I did wrong. 

Har. Old. Come, Sir John, be in good Humour, 
you muſt allow a fair Lady to ſay any thing ſhe 
pleaſes: have you any News from the Country? 

Sir John. Yes, ſome that is very particular; but 
that is Lot a fit Diſcourſe before Ladies. 

Har. Old. We'll retire to another Room; you'll 
ſend us word, my Dear, when the Tea is ready. 

| | Exit Sir John and Mr. Oldcaſtle. 

Bet. Dear Madam, don't look ſo angry, the 
Gentleman meant no harm, I believe ; for he ſeems 
to be very good-natur'd. 

Conſt. You don't know the Way of the World, 
Madam; I am neither angry, nor out of Hu- 
mour; but Men muſt be hectot d and kept under, 
or there would be no ſuch thing as managing ot 
them. 

Bet. Dear Heart, how I have been miſtaken, I 
thought they muſt be wheedled, and obliged in e- 
very thing: juſt as you came in, I was but asking 
Mr. Oldcaſtle to let me go abroad to a Play or fo; 
and he grew angry, and threaten'd to ſend me in- 
to the Country to-morrow Morning. 

Conſt. No doubt on't, if you were ſo weak to 
ask Leave: come, I find I mult direct you, it you 
want to ſce a Play, I'll rake you with me to- night; 
and it he ſays any thing when you come home, 
tiamp your Foot, and put on a Paſſion; tell him 
you 
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you won't be cubb'd up by never an od Fool in 
Briton : uſe him but ill enough, and I'll engage 
you'll ſoon teach him Obedience and Humility. 

Bet. Thank you, good Madam; Tl take your 
Advice, and pull up a Spirit: only, what it he 
ſhould turn me off, then I ſhould be ruin'd, you 
know ; for I can never go home again, 

Conft. Never fear, he is too fond to part with 
you, and if he ſhould, there are a hundred fine 
young Gentlemen that would adore you. 

Bet. Say you ſo, then poſitively we'll go to the 
Play; but you muſt know, Madam, I have a Hus- 
band, and if he ſhould happen to ſee me, he'll make 
an Uproar, and beat me like a Dog; he did catch 
me once, and ſtole my Watch, and every thing I 
had about me: this makes me cautious of ſtirring 
cut. 

Conſt. Vil protect you from him; but let us go in, 
and diſturb the Fellows: they are ſettling the Na- 
tion I ſuppoſe, after Mr. Oldcaſtle's conſtant manner. 
Some new Stratagem to make Miſchief, and plague 
the Miniſter, or a Pamphlet full of Sedition to be 
midwit 'd into the World ; which, according to 
Cuſtom, if any Body comes into 'Trouble about ir, 
he will moſt courageouſly deny. | 

Bet. I don't underſtand State-Affairs, Madam, 
but I know that he is always very buſy about ſuch 
Things, and writes a great deal when he is in the 
Country ; but I can't read Writing. I tremble for 
fear he ſhould keep me from going abroad with 
vou. 

Con. I'll take you whether he be willing or no; 
vou ſhall not live ſuch a Lite of Servitude and Sub- 
jcction. 

Men by [uſage are to Fondieſs drawn, 

And us'd like Spanzels, they like Spaniels fawn. 


The End of the Third ACT 
GG ACTI 
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Aer. SCENE I. 


Drawing-Noom in Mr. Briton's Houſe. 
Lad) Airy, Mrs. Briton; Jenny Wheedle 
fnch dreſs'd; Mr. Taſte, and Mr. Briton, 


Mrs. Brit. N France the Ladies are excellent 

Judges of Poetry ; ; but tor my parr, 
tho' I am tond of reading on't, I cannot pretend 
to decide in this Matter; Mr. Taſte you ſhould 
inſtruct us. 

Mr. Tuſte. If you'll pleaſe to tell me, Madam, 
what Author is molt in your Favour, Ti point our 
to you both his Beauties and his Faults. 

Mrs. Brit. Really I can't be particular, I like 
Maler; and am fond of Mr. Prior's Nut- Bro un- 
Maid. 

Mr. Taſte. Both Waller and Prior wrote tolera- 
bly well, Madam; but there are more Faults in 
their Works: than can be explain d in one Conver- 
ſation, I'll give you in writing the neceſlary Rules 
to judge by. 

. == What think you of Addiſoz Sir? 

My. Taſte. I think his admired Cite a very in- 
different Performance. 

Mr. Brit. Vain impudent Puppy; I have ſcarce 
Patience to hear him. Aide. 

Mr. Tafle. How do you like Pope's — 

tis an admirable Engliſß Poem. 


NM. 
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M.. Brit. There you are right, Mr, Taſte ; tis 
indeed an Engliſh Poem. 

Mr. Tuſle. What do you mean, Sir? I aver it is 
abſolutely the moſt finiſh'd Work in the World. 

M. Brit. And I aver, Sir, that it is no more a 
Tranflation of Homer, than the good old Ballad 
call'd the Siege of Troy is one, you are. [ Eater 
[Harry Oldeaſtle] luckily come to my Aid, 
Friend Harry; this Gentleman has promis'd my 
Wite that he will tear your Favourite Mr. Waller 
to Pieces, in order to inſtruc her in the Art and 
Mittery of Poetry. Ha! ha! ha! 

M.. Taſte. You miſtake, Sir; I allow there is a 
beautiful Softneſs runs through all his Works: 
Bur, | 

Har. Old. But what, Sir? I'll give you the Cha- 
racter of that great Poet in four Lines, that you 
may have an Opportunity to find Fault with my 
Verſe I love to be abuſed in good Company: Sa- 
tyr is your Talent, you know. 


Ia Waller's Lines we Samplon's Riddle meet, 
Strong as the Lyon, and as Honey ſweet ; 

With true Sublime his uble Thoughts appear, 
IVhile his ſmooth Numbers charm each liſt ning Ear, 


L. Airy. What Occaſion have we to dwell upon 
the Merit of old Authors, when Mr. Taſte is pre- 
ſent? who I am ſure can if he pleaſes, oblige us with 
ſomething of his own which will exceed even Pope s 
Homer. 

Har. Old. The very beſt Lines in that Work are 
ſtole from Dryden, and in ſeveral Places copied 
verbatim: not to mention the innumerable Thetts 
committed upon ſeveral other celebrated Authors. 
"Tis like a Piece of Patch-work, Madam, made 


up with Scraps of various Colours; nay, what's 
G 2 worſe 
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worſe, it is an inhuman Murder committed both 
upon the Prince ot Poets, and the Greek Tongue. 

Mr. Taſte. Very well, Sir, I perceive you have 
a ſtrong Inclination to provoke me; but J ſhall 
diſappoint you by laughing at your Malice. 

Har, Old. Why ſhould what I ſay make you 
angry, Mr. Taſte ? I proteſt, my Deſign was to 
conviace Lady Airy that ſhe had done wrong in 
comparing H mer to any taing of yours. 

M. Taſte. Lask Pardon, Sir, I forgot that you 
were not preſent when I prais'd that Work. 

Mrs. Brit. Pray, Mr. Oldcattle, intercced tor us; 
I long to {ce the newSong: Lady Airy aſſures me 
that Mr. TafZe has it in his Pocket. 

M. Taſte. J muſt be excus'd, it is made on a 
particular Subject. 

L. Airy. That makes us more defirous to ſee it; 
Women are naturally inquiſitive, and fond of Sz- 
crets. 

Mr. Brit. J am ſure Mr. Tafe is too polite a 
Gentleman to refuſe a fine Lady any thing. 

L. Airy. We will not be refus'd, we'l! tcaze 
him to Complaiſance. Aſſiſt us, Madam, he will 
not deny the Requeſt of a new Beauty: this Lady 
is a near Relation of Sir William Heartfree, Sir, he. 
came to Town but laſt Night. 

Mr. Tae. | Bowing.) I ſhall be proud to obcy 
her Commands, Madam, in any thing but this. 

L. Airy. Excuſes ſhall not avail, I am refolved 
to ſee it; befides you promis d I ſhould. 

Mr. Tufte. But not that any Body eiſc ſhould, 
Madam; however, ſince your Ladyſhips inſiſts 
on my Promiſe, there 1s the Song, and I leave ir 
entirely to you, whether it ſha!l appear in publick 
or no 


. Airy: 
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L. Airy. | Colours. Since you made ſuch a work 
about it, Il mortity your Vanity, by not taking 
the Trouble to read it. | Puts it in her Pocket. 

Mrs. Brit. Inaged we will not be put off at this 
rate; Madam, fince you are fo indifferent, pray 
give it me, this Lady has promiſed to ſing it. 

L. Airy, You know Mr. Tate entruſted me with 
it, and I cannot part with it, unleſs he gives me 
Leave. 

Mr. Brit, Nay, now your Ladyſhip is very un- 
reaſonable ro engroſs all the Pleaſure to your 
felt. 

M.. Old. Pray, Mr. Tage, permit us to ſee it. 

Mr. Tuſte. It Lady Airy pleaſes, I no longer 
oppoſe it, ſince it will give us an Opportunity of 
hearing that fair Lady ſing. { Boing to Jenny. 

Jen. My Voice is very indifferent, Sir; howe- 
ver I'll oblige the good Company. 

L. Airy. I deliver it into your Cuſtody, Ma- 
dam, tor the Good of the Publick. 


SONG by Jenny Wheedle. 


Awake, my Lyre, my Sorrows tell, 
Ihile with my Sighs thy Notes I f, 
A tell the Soul-diftratting Pain 

Of thoſe that love, and love in vain; 
Tell the Grief, the Pain, the Augui b, 
Of thoſe who muſt in ſecret languijh : 
Of thoſe who muFt not Le reveal, 

Tet its conſuming Fires conceal ; 

And filently its Woes endure, 

Which but in Death admit a Cure. 


Ar, Tate. | Bywing.) Your charming Voice and 
Manner, Madam, has done great Honour to mv 
| Sung 
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Song, tho I may, without Vanity, ſay it has ſome 
Beauties. | AﬀeRedly. 

A. Brit. It is impoſſible for Mr. Ta#e to write 
ill. | 

L. Airy. Had it been ſung by any Body except 
that Lady, it would not have bore hearing ; for, 
not to compliment you, Sir, 'tis Nonſenſe from 
Beginning to End. 

Mr.. Tze. The harſheſt Words are Favours, 
when pronounced by you. 

L. Airy. I aſſure you I did not mean them ſo, 
Sir. 

M.. Old. Oh fye: Lady Airy; tis being out of 
the Faſhion to ſind Fault with Mr. Tafe's Perfor- 
mances: I yow I think the Song was wonderous 
pretty. 

Mrs. Brit. You take the thing quite wrong, Mr, 
Oldcaftle; her Ladyſhip is cautious of giving the 
Praiſes due to it, becauſe ſhe is ſenſible it was 
made upon herſelt. 

L. Airy. What have I ever done, Madam, that 
ſhould give you reaſon to think Mr. Tae durſt 
preſume to take ſuch a Liberty with me. 

Mrs. B;it. Nay, don't be angry; I thought it 
had been no Secret. 

L. Airy. What? 

Mrs. Brit. That Mr. Taſte made his Addreſſes 
to your Ladyſhip. | 

L. Airy. Tome, Madam, I hope no-body has 
been ſo malicious to report ſuch a ſcandalous 
Falſhood. 

Mr. Brit I heard him ſay ſo himſelf but Lei- 
terday before a Room full of Company; nay, more 
he boaſted of hazing met with a very favourable 


Reception 


I. Airy. 


——- , 
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L. Airy. Tis dangerous, I find, to be common 
civil to ſome People: I allowed him indeed the Li- 
berty of hopping about my Rooms ſometimes, be- 
cauſe the Folly and Vanity of the Creature di- 
verted me: but for the future, Sir, take care how 
you mention my Name; or I ſhall order my Foot- 
men to give you due Correction. I ask Pardon of 
the Company, but can by no means think it pro- 
per for me to ſtay longer in any Place where he is: 

(Exit Lady Airy: 

Mr. Old. J doubt, Sir, you have entirely loſt 
your Miſtreſs; ſhe ſcems very angry: you ſhould 
have been more cautious till you were ſure of 
her. | 

M.: Tuſte. Gad there's no ſuch thing as being 
ſure of a Woman; they dor'c know their own 
Minds two Minures together : would you believe 


it? ſhe actually ordered me to bring her the Song, 


and meet her here; and yer you ſee how rudely 
ſhe has treated me: but *ris no great matter ſhe 
ſhall repent it; for if ſhe ſends fitty times, I'll ne- 
ver be reconciled to her. 

Mr. Brit: This is admirable, Ha! ha! ha! why 
did not you tell her ſo before ſhe went away? 
perhaps, ſhe would have recanted rather than loſt 
ſo accompliſh'd a Lover. 

Mr. Ta#te. Let us talk no more of her, ſhe's the 
laſt of her Sex that ſhall ever make me think ot 
Matrimony: 

Mrs. Brit, Here's a fair Lady capable of ma- 
Ling you change that Reſolution immediately, Sir, 
if ſhe would permit you the Honour ot ſighing at 
her Feet: 

Mr. Tate. That indeed, Madam, would be a 
glorious Recompence tor the loſs of Lady Airy. 


(B. wing t Jenay. 


4 ide: | 
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{ Afide to Mr. Briton.] What Fortune has ſhe ? 
ſhe's very pretty, but a little ſilly. : 

Mr. Briton. | Afide.| Thirty thouſand Pounds left 
her by an Uncle; beſides what her Father will 
give: 1 wiſh you had her: my Wite ſhall inter- 
ceed for you. | To Jenny.] I aſſure you, Madam, 
you have made a Conqueſt: my Friend here is 
perfectly dying for you; I believe one Frown 
would kill him outright, 

Jenny. They muſt be very cruel, Sir, who could 
kill ſo deſerving a Gentleman: but I am not vain 
enough to think I merit any ſhare of his Heart. 

Mr. Taſte. Upon my Honour, Madam, you pol- 
ſeſs it entirely; I fell in love the moment I ſaw 
you : and, to tell Your Ladyſhip the Truth, I 
broke with Lady Airy for your ſake. 

| They couverſe in Dumb. ſbew. 

M.. Old. I wiſh Sir H/iliam was here, this 
Scene would divert him: the whole Creation can- 
not match this Fellow tor Vanity and Impu- 
dence. 

M.. Brit. Don't be out of humour; but hel» 
us on with the jeſt, 1 beg you. 


Enter Sir William Heartfree. 


Sir Mill. Ladies, vour Seryant : ſo, Couſin, I 
ſee you are engaged already. Mr. Taſte engrolles 
all che new Beauties to himſelf; but I muſt warn 
vou, Child, he is famcus for Inconſtancy, and has 
broke many a fair Lady's Heart. 

[ Mr. Bricon whiſpers to Sir William. 

Mr. Taſte. Dear Sir Wil iam, leave off your 
Mirth, and make uſe of your Intereſt with this 
Lady in my Behalf; and we are Friends for ever. 

Sir Mil. It my fair Couſin thinks fit to receive 
vour Addreſſes, I ſhall not be your Enemy, Mr. 


Taſte. M. 
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Mes. Brit. I am ſorry to interrupt ye, Gentle- 
men; but, it ye deſign to play, *tis time to begin. 
Exeunt Omnes. 

Comp. When you pleaſe, Madam. 


Enter Mrs. Careful, Truſty, and Dick, 


A. Careful, I was ſurpriz d to ſee you in a 
ſtrange Livery, Mr. Richard; I thought you were 
gone from your Maſter. 

Dick. No, Madam; but he has order'd me to 
wait on a new Miſtreſs : who ſhe is I know nor. 
Some ſtrange Adventure is on foot, in which I am 
to act, it ſcems. 

Mr. Truſty. Sir William has not forſaken Lady 
Airy, 1 hope, and marry'd this Woman private- 

Dick. No, he calls her Coufin ; and yet, to tell 
you the Truth, I have a ſtrong Notion ſhe is no 
better than a Strumpet: but that's no Buſineſs of 
mine, you know, Sir. 

Truſty. My Lady has been peeping over my 
Accompts, and makes heavy Complaints of the 
Dearneſs of Proviſion, and the great Expence of 
Houſe-keeping ; that deviliſh French Woman has 
quite ſpoil'd her: ſhe was always a little addicted 
to Covetouſneſs, but now the even grudges the 
Family Bread. Madamniſele hunts all the Houſe 
over to pick up the Ends of Candles; and told 
the Cook this Morning, he mult take care of the 
Dripping : for her Lady would have ir dry'd up 
to change away for Candles, or elſe the Servants 
ſhould learn ro fir in the dark. Upon which the 
Cook threw the Dripping-Pun atrer her, and came 
to me for his Wages, 

Mrs. Careful. J am reſolved to ſtay no longer 
my ſelf ; for, happening to be a little out of _ 

| H la 
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jaſt Night, I did but burn half a Pint of Wine 
that was left at the bottom ot a Bottle; and my 
Lady told me, I mighr as well pick her Pocket as 
take her Wine: that truly, what Wine was left 
ſhould be mix'd together, and bottled up again. 

Dick. And who the Devil muſt drink it? 

Mr, Careful. Her Viſiters, I ſuppoſe, or my 
Malter: for I am ſure he take care to have ber- 
ter for herlelt. | 

Dick. She's damnably ſaving at home; and yet 
I have heard that fhe ſquanders away a plaguy 
deal of Moncy at Cards. 

Truſty. Ay, as much in a Week as would keep 
Houle a quarter ot a Year, to my knowledge. 

Alis. Careful. And yet, when ſhe loſes ſhe falls 
into moſt indecent Paſſions ; ſhe will ſwell till the 
Lace of ker Stays burſts, ard ſhe turns black in 
the Face: when that Fit's over, ſhe generally cries 
{for half a,, Hour together beiore all the Company, 
A certain General-Officer, having won about fifty 
Pieces ot her, was ſo (urpriz d at the Dich", that 
he return'd them again to her. 

Dick, And did ſhe take them ? 

All. Careful. Yes, and came into good-humour 
in a Minute. 

Truſty. This is nothing to what I could tell 
vou; tor my part, 1 muſt deſire my Maſter to 
ook out bor another Steward: tho' I love him 
very well, I cannot ſtay with ſuch a niggardly 
Fermagant as my Lady 1s. 

M. Careful. By my Conſent all the Servants 
ſhould agree to give Warning at once, and leave 
her to do her Work herſelf. Come, Mr. Truſty, if 
you and Mr. R-chard will flip into my Chamber, 
I'll try if I can't give you ſomething that's good, 
for all this; Madamoiſele is too much hurt with 
the Dripping-Pan to be able to watch us. | Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Changes to Sir William Addle?;. 
Sir William and Maſqwell. 


Sir Will. Where's Jeuny? that Girl has more 
Cunning and Dexterity than all the Miniſters of 
State in Europe never was any Affair carried on 
better. 

Miſfq. Faith, Sir, ſne out-does me a Barr ard a 
half; my Heart began to fail me: the Ladies 
Tears, and the violent Agony ſhe was in, moved 
me ſo much, that you ſaw I was forced to leave 
the Room: I was amazed to ſee you ſtand it ſo 
Well. 

Sir Wil. Why, I own it touch'd me a little, 
which Jenny perceiving, ſent me after you; but 
the C lou el held out to the laſt: he pur on ſuch 
a ſorrowtul Countenance, that I imagined he was 
going to fit for the Picture of Don Q#ixote. The 
poor Woman little thinks that he kad a hand in 
the Plot, Well, I pity her ; but who would ſtick 
at any thing thar might for cver rid them of a 
jcalous ſcolding Wife, eſpecially when their Heart 
was engaged ro another: Piychee tell me the 
whole Management. 

Maſq. Why, after they came from Fan- Hal 
my Lady tainted ; the Colonel perſwaded Jenny to 
give her a little Laudanum among(t the Hate 
Drops which were given to bring her ro her Senſes : 
this procured a Slcep, ſhe was pur to Bed, 21d 
he quickly tollow d. This is all the Account I 
had; for I ne'er enter'd the Houſe till I went with 
you to ſurprize them together. 

Sir W/ll. I thought ſhes had given a Promiſe the 
Day before, Jenny told me fo. 

H Maſg. 
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Maſq. Tl tell you how that happen'd ; the ſly 
Baggage work'd her up to a Paſſion, by telling 
her how fond you were of Harriot and ſhe in a 
Fury vow'd ſhe would be revenged. Jenny laid 
hold of the Opportunity to introduce the Colo- 
nel. He ſaid every thing that might induce her to 
believe he was at once the moſt tender and re- 
ſpectful Lover in the World: the greateſt Favour 
he pretended to ask was the Journey to Vaux- Hu; 
which at laſt ſhe conſented to. This is the Truth, 
whatever Jenny might ſay to pleaſe you. 

Sir Will. Well, "tis no matter how it came 
about ; I have gain'd my End, and will be grate- 
ful to you beyond your Expectation: but muſt in- 
joyn you to be very civil to poor Jenny. Your 
Love is all the future Recompence ſhe asks of me. 
I know that Love is not to be forced; and if you 
are tired of her, all I ask is that you would, for 
my ſake, counterfeit a little to keep her eaſy ; ſhe 
may be uſeful to you many ways. 

Maſfq. I frarkly own, Sir, ſhe is grown perfectly 
nauſeous to me; I had rather take a Purge than 
fir three Minutes in her Company : and yet I 
know not why. She is at this time upon an Affair 
by which I have got fifty Guineas already, and 
ſhall to-morrow receive a hundred more. 

Sir Wil. May I not have this Piece of ſecret 
Hiſtory? it muſt be worth hearing, ſince Jenny 
and you are chief Managers. 

Maſq. 1 kept your Secret inviolable, Sir; and "tis 
not kind to ask me to betray another. 15 
; Sir Will. L ask Pardon, dear B.; but now our 
Buſineſs is to conſider how I am to get a Divorce: 
both Jenny and you can ſwear ye ſaw them na- 
ked in Bed. That I apprehend will do. 

Maſq. But how can we anſwer, Sir, certain In- 
terrogatories that we may happen to haye put to 
us ? Sir 
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Sir Will. Why not ? ; 
Maſq. Becauſe you are ſenſible, we know, how 


it came to paſs. 


Sir Nil. What then? You'll be ſworn to what 
you ſaw, not what you know. | 

 Maſq. "Tis poſſible they may be more inquiſi- 
tive than we defire they ſhould be, Sir. 

Sir Will, Then for once you mult ſtretch your 
Conſcience, Bob; the Tradeſman docs it every 
Day in his Shop when he ſwears his Goods coſt 
him more than he offers them for: the Parſon 
thinks it no Simony to let a Brother, a Friend, 
or a Couſin pay for the Benefice, tho he knows it 
all the while; the Stateſman proteſts he would 
joyfully lay down his Places, if it were not to the 
Detriment of the Nation; and yet, to his Sorrow, 
he knows it is the daily Prayer of full three parts 
on't: then, why ſhould you be ſo nicely ſcrupu- 


lous. Come, I have a good Place ready for you, 


and will make you eaſy : will Conſcience pay your 
Debts, and fave you from a Goal? Conſider, a 
Chariot and good Living is pteferrable to Faſting, 
and fear of Bailiffs. 

Maſq. Neceſſity has no Law, Sir; my Qualms 
will wear off in time: Fil punctually obſerve what 
ever you pleaſe to command, my Family muſt not 
ſtarve; and fince ſome Men of all Pre feſſions ſlip 
in this way, Ill een be wiſe, and follow the Fa- 


ſhion. 


Vice now to Wealth and Title is the Road. 
And each rank Villain is a Man of Mode. 


The End of the Se:ond Act. 


CLE 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


SCENE Lad Airy's. 
Sir William Heartfree and Lady Airy. 


Sir Wi ERE we, like the Antedeluwinns, 

to live ſeven or eight hundred 
Years, you might have time to play over all your 
little teazing Whims : but conſider, Madam, our 
Date of Lite is ſhort; and when once a Woman 
is turn'd of Thirty they are expected to behave 
afrer another manner : you'll lay you want five 
or fix Years of that; and fo tis time enough to 
think then: but ſure it can never be too ſoon to 
be ſolidly happy. 

L. Airy. 1 confeſs I have been in the wrong 
ver, it you truly lov'd me, you would forbear harſh 
Reproofs, Sir illiam. 

Nis Mill. Though I can't, like Mr. Taſte, bring 

myſelt to tel! you that you are more beautiful 
than 2 Venus, and more perfect than all the 
Graces; yet 1 love you, Madam, with 2 Sincerlty 
aot often to be met with in this deprav'd Age: as 
you have a greater ſhare of Senſe than moſt of 
your Sex arc bl-ſS'd wth; it provokes me that 
vou can deſcend to be guilty of their Follies. Did 
F love you leſs; I hould not deal fo plainly with 


dou 
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L. Airy. As I have owned my felt in a Fault, 
expect to hear no more ont, it you delire we 
ſhould be Friends. 

Sir Will, Then name the Day, and trifle no 
longer with me; it will be the Bulineſs ot my 
Lite to pleaſe you: and as to your Fortune and 
the Setlement you delire, direct your own Lawyer 
to draw up the Writings; I ſhall gladly ſigu 
any thing that may be mult to your Satisfaction; 
and for the future, give you convincing Proofs, 
that a happy Marriage is the molt delireable State 
in this Lite. 

L. Airy. As J am truly ſenſible that my Intereſt 
in every reſpe& is much ſafer in your Hands 
than in my own, I leave the Direction of every 
thing to you; if I can intruſt you with my Perſon, 
Sir, I will leave my Fortune at your diſpoſal : on 
theſe Conditions I am yours, 

Sir Will. I will thank you, Madam, for this 
Goodneſs, as it becomes a Man ot Honour, by 
Deeds, not Words. | Kiſſes her Hand.) However, 
I would fain have you be preſent at our Comick 
Scene, it will be diverting enough to ſee how our 
Poeiical Fp will behave under tust mortify ing Di- 
appointment. 

L. Airy. Oh! with his uſual Impudence nothing 
can put him out of Countenance ; does Mrs. Bri- 
ton go with us ? 

Sir Will. Yes, ſhe waits for you. 


Exit Lady Airy, and Sir William Hearttree. 


SCENE 
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SCENE Changes to Jenny Wheedle's, 


M.. Taſte and Jenny ſeated, 


Jen. Indeed, Sir, tho" I have a great Reſpect 
for you, I can't conſent ſo ſoon; it is not decent 
for in our Country no Body marries under half 2 
Year's Courtſhip at leaſt. 

AL. Tafle. But my Dear, you muſt follow the 
Mode ot the Court, and forget the Country: 
Here the niceſt Lady makes no Scruple of marry- 
ing the Man ſhe loves, in a Day or two: beſide, 
you muſt conſider the Danger. Lady Airy will ſet 
all her Friends to perſwade me to a Reconcile- 
ment, and tho' I love you a thouſand times better 
than I do her; yet Importunity and her Tears, 
may overcome me, 

Jen. But, what will my Father and my Cou- 
ſin H-ar:free ſay ? they will never forgive me. 

M. Tafte. What necd you care, your Fortune 
is in your own Power, and they will ſoon be re- 
concil'd ; all the Court-Beauties will envy your 
Happineſs, whom I have treated with Coldneſs. 
I aflure you, there is ſcarce one Woman of For- 
tune of my Acquaintance, who would not think 
it a greater Honour to be Mrs. Taſte, than to be 
a Dutc cls, | 

Jen. I have one Scruple more, Sir; which if you 
anſwer, I will {ubmit my ſelf entirely ro your Di- 
rection. 

M.. Taſte. Let us have no more Scruples, my 
adorable Goddeſs; but permit me to ſend for 
the Man in Black ; we will be married in your 
own Appartment, that every thing may be done 
with Piracy. 

Jeu. 
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Jenny. It is a Scruple of Conſcience, Sir, I can't 
conſent ro be marry'd, unlefs it be by a Man of 
my own Religion. 

Mr. Taſte. By all means, Madam; be ſo 

to tell me what Religion you are of, and I'll pro- 
vide a Miniſter of the ſame Church immediate- 
ly. 
" Yn I don't belong to the Church, I am a 
Diflenter, Sir; and the Preacher of our Meeting 
happening to be in Town, I ſhould like to be 
marry d by him better than by any body elſe. 

Mr. Taſte. But, will not he diſcover the Secret, 
m7 Dear? 


Jenny. I'll anſwer for that, Sir; he is a very 
Holy Man, 

Mr. Taſte. Are you ſure he can be found ſoon ? 
for I am impatient to be yours. 

Jenny. I'll ſend a Servant inſtantly ; we'll go in 
and play a Game at Whit to divert the time till 
he comes. 

Mr. Taſte, Any thing to pleaſe my Charmer; 

Exit Mr. Taſte and Jenny. 


SCENE . Briton's. 


Mrs. Briton, Lady Airy, Sir William Heart- 
free, Harry Oldcaſtle, and Mr. Briton. 


Euter Dick, who delivers a Letter to his Maſter. 


Sir Will. *Tis from Jenny, who affures me all 18 
ready, it I can but ſend ſome body to repreſent 4 
Diſſenting Teacher. 
M.. Briton. Truſty will do it admirably, I'll go 
and give him proper Inſtructions. | 
Lady Airy. Pray, Mr. Oldcaſtle, be ſo good in the 
interim to gixe us the Pedigree of Mr. Taſte. 5 
1 M.. 


—— 
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Mr. Old. His Father, Madam, was a Farmer; 
however, he made a ſhift to keep this Son at a 
Grammar-Schouol : the Lad had always a great 
Inclination to Poetry, and ſome Gentlemen ot 
Worth happening to ſee his juvenile Performances, 
took a Faucy ro him; and from that time pro- 
vided for him in a handſome manner, ſparing no 
Charge in his Education. He behaved with great 
NModeſty, and wrote ſcveral Things which met 
with univerſal Applauſe. 

M. Briton. 1 ſhould not have imagined that he 
ever knew what Modeſty was; it muſt be a great 
while ago, Sir. 

Mr. Old. So long ago that he has entirely for- 
got it, Madam, as he quickly did the Obligations 
he owed his Bencfactors; tor no ſooner did the 
Town take notice of him, but he began to fancy 
himſelf a very great Man, and treated thoſe Gen- 
tlemen who had raisd him from nothing with the 
utmoſt Contempt, taking all the vile methods he 
could think of to do them Injuries; nay, he was 
ſo much loſt ro Shame, that he wrote a Work on 
purpeſe to abuſe them. 

Lady Airy. This verifics the common Saying, as 
crooked in Mind as in Body and I have obſerved 
ſeveral Inſtances of it within my own knowledge; 
for which reaſon I never conld endure to have a 
deformed Perſon in my Houſe. 

Mrs. Briton, Ihey are generally very ingenious ; 
and I have known fome of them who were ex- 
c<cding witty. 

Lady Airy. There is no Rule without ſome Ex- 
c<ption, Madam: but, to return to Mr. Taſte ; 
jute no-body would encourage him after ſuch a. 
manifeſt Act of Ingratitude. 

Mr. OH. You miſtake, Madam; thoſe Gentle- 
ven had ſome potent Enemies, who took him into 


their 
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their Favour for no other Reaſon : and the Town 
being naturally fond of Scandal, his Works were 
well received. He has gone on ever ſince abuſing 
every-body in their Turn, till he has render'd 
himſelt the Averſion of all good Men. 

Lady Airy. And yet he is received every-where 
with Civility. 

Mr. Old. He has a good deal of ready Wit, and 
People laugh at the ridiculous Pictures he draws 
of others, without conſidering 'twill be their own 
Turn the next Company he comes into. 

Mrs. Briton. I wonder he don't get himſclf 
kick'd. 

M. Old. That's a Compliment has been pay d 
him ſeveral times, Madam. 

Lady Airy. 1 don't find that Correction has cau- 
ſed any Amendment in him. 

Mr. Old. Not in the leaſt, Madam; but it is 
out of his power to do any more Hurt: for, when 
a Lampoon comes out People immediately cry, ri, 
a Lie of Taſte's. If he rails at an Author, every- 
body is convinc'd he muſt be a Man of Learning 
and Merit ; if he throws a Blemiſh on a Lady's 
Fame, tis a ſtanding Proof that ſhe's virtuous. 
None of his Works for theſe ſeven Years palt has 
deſerved an Anſwer; 

Mrs, Briton. J am ſure we have reaſon to be glad 
that he has lied beyond a poſſibility of being be- 
liev'd ; for I'll engage he'll lampoon every Mortal 
that had a hand in this Affair. | | 

Lady Airy. That's beyond a Queſtion; but me- 
thinks, Mr, Briton is a long time dreſſing up Truſty. 


Re-enter Mi. Briton, 


I began to be impatient, Sir; is Sir Demine 
12 A.. 


gone? 
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Mr. Brit. Juſt a going, and looks ſo much like 
an Hnaependent Holder-torth, that I have almoſt 
kill'd myſelf with laughing. 


Enter Madamoiſelle. 


Madam. Dare is a Damoiſel below dat ask for 
Monſieur Oldcaſtle. 


Harry Old. For me! who can it be? I cannot 
gueſs. f 

Madam. Nor I nader, Sire; but ſhe is a little 
out of de Order. 

Lady Airy. What, is ſhe ſick ? 

Madam. No, my Lady. 

Mrs. Briton. Why don't you bring the Gentle- 
woman up-ſtairs ? You know that any Friend of 
Mr. Oldcaſtle is welcome. 

Madam. She is no able to get up de ſtair ; ſhe 
anno ſtand, Madam. 

Harry Old. Permit me to go down, and ſee who 

t is, Madam? I ſuſpect ſome Trick. 
[ He ſpeaks conjuſed!y. 

Lady Airy. For that very reaſon we will not tri {t 
zou down, Sir. 

Mr. Briton. Pray, Ladies, ſuffer him to go; it 
may be Buſineſs ot conſequence. 

IMs. Briton. We are politive not to let him go ; 
Ha, ha, ha! Bring up the Lady, don't you hear 
me ? (to Madamoiſelle. 

Madam. Den J muſt order de Footman to do it; 
for J am no able to carry de Woman, indeed. 

| He ftrives to go, they hold him. 

Lady Airy. This is a Day dedicated to Mirth ; 
pray, Mr. Oldca#le, don't be aſham'd of your Mil- 
treſs; we'll treat her civilly for your ſale. 


Eiiter 
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Enter Betty Puff ſupported by a Servant. 


As. Briton. Help the Gentlewoman into an 
Arm-Chair, you ſee ſhe is indiſpoſed. [ Servant ſeats 
her.] Go about your Buſineſs, Madamoiſelle will 
take care of her. Do you know the Lady, Sir? 

[zo M.. Oldcaſtle. 

Harry Old. Yes, Madam; but it is not kind to 
inſult me. | 

Lady Airy. If you will put off that grave Face, 
and laugh as well as we, you ſhall never hear 
more on't. 

M. Briton. She is really pretty, but I am at a 
loſs to gueſs how ſhe came into this herrid Con- 
dition? is it cuſtomary ? 

Harry Old. I never {aw her ſo before. 

Lady Airy. Where has ſhe been? 

Harry Old. 1'll tell you the plain Truth, Ladies, 
Sir John Paraquette brought his Miſtreſs to vilic 
her; and I, like a Fool, ſuffer'd her to go our with 
that vile Woman. | 

Lady Airy. You was very much to blame; if you 
ſeduced her from Virtue yourſelf, you ſhould not 
bring ſuch Wrerches to teach her all manner of 
Evil: I am concern'd to ſee her. 

Mrs. Briton. Who knows what Company ſhe has 
been carry'd into ? 

Harry Old. Well, it will cure me of keeping for 
the future; Vil ſettle a little Maintenance on her, 
and ſend her to board in the Country: and, it 
ever you hear I trip again, Ladies, laugh me to 
death, if you pleaſe, I think ſhe's fal'n faſt aſleep. 

Mr. Briton, Vil try. { He pulls her geatly.) Madan, 
Madam. | 

Betty. Indeed, my Lord, I can't drink a Drop 
more. Where's Madam Con? | Starting up. | | 
won't be kiſs d and pull'd ſo. | | She nods again. 

N 
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Mrs. Briton. You may eaſily gueſs what ſort of 
Company ſhe has been in; let her be laid on a 


Bed till ſhe recovers. (She's carried out. 
Mr. Briton. "Tis time we were going to Mrs, 
WWheedle's. 


Sir Will. I beg Pardon, Ladies, for my Silence; 
but, as Mr. Briten and I were unacquainted with 
the Subject you were engaged in, we took the 
liberty to talk over our own Affairs. 

Mrs. Briton. Madamoiſelle, pray order Hackney- 
Coaches to the Door. 

Madam. They wait, Madam. [ Exeunt Ones: 


SCENE changes to Jenny Wheedle”-. 


Mr. Taſte, Jenny, and Truſty in a Cloak 
and Band. 


Truſty. It doth not become a Teacher to marry 
2 young Woman without the Conſent of her Pa- 
rents. 

Mr. Tafte. This Lady's Caſe, with Submiſſion, 
Sir, is different trom others. 

Truſty. I know what you would ſay ; becauſe 
the Fortune is in her own hand ſhe may diſpoſe 
on't to whom ſhe pleaſes : but I ſay, Sir, her 
Perſon is the Property of her Father, and if ſhe 
parts with it without his Leave ſhe is guilty of a 
Robbery. 

Me. Taſte. | Afide.) Provoking, ſtupid, canting 
Prig, he'il preach me out of my Senſes; I find 
i muſt apply the golden Specifick, or loſe the For- 
cure. (to Hm.] Granting all this, Sir, I hope it is 
/ cur Opinion, that of two Evils the leaſt is to be 


choſen. 
Truſty. 
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Truſt y. Certainly ; but 'tis neceſſary that we 
ſhould avoid all Evil. 

Jenny. But Sir, ſince both our Hearts are ſo 
firmly engaged that it will cauſe our Deaths to 
part, 15 not two Murders a greater Evil than mar- 
rying without Leave? 

Mr. Taſte. This is our Caſe, Sir; and I flatter 
mylelt that ſo pious a Gentleman as you are will 
take Pity on us. (Gives him a Purſe. 

Truſty. | Pauſes.] Let me ſee ; ſince it is the (a- 
ving of two Lives I muſt conſent, on Condition 
that you give it me under both your Hands, that 
you could not have ſurvived the being parted. 

Mr. Taſte. | 4fide:) I wiſh the fooliſh Ceremony 
was tairly over, and the Parſon at the Devil. 
(to him.] Write what you pleaſe, Sir, I am ready 
to ſign ; and ſhall always acknowledge the Obli- 
gation. 

Truity, What ſay you, Madam ? will you ſign 
it? 

Jenny Yes, Sir, and return you many Thanks. 

Trusty writes. We, Ale::ander Difte, Eſq; and 
Jane Wheedle, Spinſter, do certify under our Hands 
and Seals, that if Mr. Ovadiah I/hinewell had re- 
fuſed to joyn our Hands in Matrimony, we were 
fully reſolved not to ſurvive this Day out; which 
was the ſole Reaſon that induced the ſaid Mr, 
Whinewell to conſent to our Requeſt. 


Witneſs our Hands. Jane Needle, 
Alexander Taſte. 


Truſty. You deliver this to me as your Act and 
Deed. 
Buth. We do, Sir. They deliver him the Paper. 
Mr. Taſte. Now, Sir, I hope you illi no longer 
delay my Happinels. 
T. afty. 


- 
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Truſty. No longer than I have ask'd you ſome 
proper Queſtions. Take the Woman by the Hand, 
aud ſtand before me. 


[ Fnſt as he has placed them in Furm, Sir 
William Hearttree, Lady Airy, M,. 
aud MN. Briton, with Harry Old- 
caſtle, enter the Rrom. 


Lady Airy. I find you were politively reſolved to 
break my Heart, Mr. Taſte; therefore, I muſt 
deſire this Reverend Gentleman to proceed no far- 
ther till he has heard what I have to ſay. 

M-. Taſte. Your Ladyſhip may pleaſe to remem- 
ber the Treatment you gave me before all this 
Company ; and not endeavour to prejudice me in 
the Opinion ot this Lady: I hope, Sir William 
ow be more generous than to oppole my Happi- 
neſs. 

Sr Will. Not in the leaſt, Sir, I do aflure you; 
ſo far from it, that I heartily wiſh you Joy. 

Mes. Briton. We all with you and the Lady 
much Happineſs, on Condition you invite us to 
the Wedding. 

M.. Tae. Though I deſign'd to have kept it 
ſecret for ſome time, on account of the Lady's 
Father, I am proud of the Honour you do me, and 
am perſuaded that no-body here will ſpeak of i: 
till a proper time. 

Truſty. I am glad ſo many Perſons of Worth 
are to be preſent, it will juſtity me; and I muſt 
deſire their Hands to this Paper which this Couple 
have ſign'd. [Gives the Paper to Sir William.) Pray 
read it aloud, Sir, that al! the Company may 
know the Contents. | 

[Sir William reads, They all laugh, 


Mr. Briten. I could not have deliev d it poſſibic 
for to People to be {0 violently ſmitten in fo 
ore 


, 
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ſhort a ſpace, if I had not heard this read. 
[ Laughing. 

Mr. Taſte. This is a very impropet Time for 
Laughter ; and tirce I find your coming here was 
with a Deſign to affront me, I muſt beg the Fav our 
et your Abſence. 

M/. Old. What ſort of a Parſon have we here? 
methinks, he mightily reſembles Mr. Tu, your 
Steward. (to AT. Briton. 

T7ufy. The very ſame, at your Service, Sir. 

| Pulling off the Cloak and Bard. 

Lady Airy. Bleſs me! I did not thick Mr. Tafe 
could have been ſo baſe to put a Counterteit-Par- 
ſon upon the Lady. | They all laugh, I ſte looks 

in great Confuſion. 

Jenny. I aſſure your Ladyſhip it was none of 
his Fault; for the Doctor is of my own chuling : 
however, it was not kind of you to interrupt my 
nu and I till the Ceremony was over; Ha, ha, 

a ! 

M. Taſte. If you had had no Regard for me, 
Sir Hilliam might have had ſome for his own Re- 
lation. 

Sir Vil. I proteſt, Sir, the Lady is an entire 
Stranger to me. 

AL. Taſte. Did you not call her Couſin? | to 
ber.] Pray, Madam, who may you be? for I 
perceive I am trick'd every way. 

Jenny. The Damage is not great, Sir, ſince we 
are not actually marry d; for tho'I am by Bith 
the Daughter of a Taylor, and by Occupation a 
Servant, I would have made choice of a Foor- 
Soldier for a Husband rather than you, for fear 
our Children ſhould have reſembled Baboons, Ha, 
ha, ha! i 

Lady Airy. O poor Mr. Tuſte! this is a dread- 
ful Miſtake, indeed. 

K M-;. 
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Mrs. Briton. A tertible Digppointment, Ha, ha, 
ha; 

M-. Te. I ſhall take a full Revenge on you 
all tor this baſe Act; and in the mean while I 
mut begin with my intended Spouſe. 

| Gres to lay buld of ler, Mr. Briton interpoſes. 

Mr. Briton. You ſhall not touch her, Sir; and 
ft your vow d Revenge we laugh at that: for 
the future let nie adviſe you to leave off your Va- 
rity and. behave, as it becomes you, with Diſ- 
trance and Modeſty to your Betters; forbear to 
aſperſe Peoples Characters, and every body will 
be willing to forget your paſt Follies: your Works 
be read with Pleaſure, and your Perſon reſpect- 
ed. 

Sir Mill. Conſider that you brought all this 
upon your felt by your Boaſting and inſolent Be- 
haviour to Lady Airy : ſhe in return aſſign'd you 
tis Puniſhment; and if you think fit to put on 
good Humour, and acknowledge your Fault, the 
Story. ſhall go no tarther. 

Hence let the Vain, the Foplin- Poet learn' 

His Faults, by this kind Mirror, to diſcern; 

For Pride true Merit often does deſtroy, 

And Wit too much affected ſoon will cloy. 
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